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And oft while he's wand ring, my Lady at home, : Since 
Claps the Horns of an Or ga an A, &c. mY 

The Lawyer ſo grave when he puts in his Pleay - | 25 
With Forehead well cover d with Braſs ; E , 


Tho! he talk to no Purpoſe, 
There you my good Friend 


2 OS 78 1 


Lab. * 0 

The formal e ee B "Tis 

Shall laſt be produc d- in this D;; 7 py From 

The ſick Man a while may canfida in his Sleitty - 6 All t 

But Death proves the Doctor an Aſs, as; Wi _ In P 

Then let us Companions be via anꝗ OY, h * 

By Turns take our Bottle und Lü; : T: 

For he who his Pleaſures puts off for a Py, : How 
Deſerves to, be reckon'd an _— 3 Like 

— ; 6. 104244 £1 n Lag But \ 

$0 N..G- Jo + +; ab. e And 

W HEN firſt, by fond Damon, — ary WM She”! 

He ſlightly regarded her Air or ber Mien, T 

| He ſlightly regarded her Air dr her Men. Fer 
EK The Charms of her Mind he alone did — — Love 
| Not warm as a Lover, but cool as a Friend, —_ And 
| From Friendſhip not Paſſion, his Raptures did move, Too 

| And he boaſted his.Heart was a Stranger to Love, And 
| He boaſted his Heart. was a Stzanges to Loves Ws 
| New Charms he diſcover d, 28 more ſhe was known, Soon 
Her Face grew a Wonder, her Taſte was his own, Nou 

Her Manners were gentle, her Senſe was refin d. In S. 

And oh! what dear Virtues beam'sd forth in her Mind, But 

Yet ſtill for the Sanction of Friendſhip be ſtrove/, She” 

Till a Sigh gave the Omen, and ſhew'd it was Love, B 

Now loudly be ventures the Truth to declare, | And 

Grows dull to all Pleaſure, but being with her. Like 

He's mute, while his Heart-ſtrings are ready to break ; Like 

For the Fear of Offending forbids him to ſpeak. ; And 

And wanders a willing Example to prove, Tha 


That Friendſhip with Women | is Si ter to Lo . 
A 


p 4 2 — * 


(5) 

A Lover thus cnquer'd, how Juſt his Pretence, 
Not a Dupe to her Smiles, but a Slave to her Senſe ; 
His Paſſion, nor Wrinkles nor Age can allay, 

Since founded on Virtue which ne er can decay; | 
And Time which will Beauty's ſhort Empire remove, 
Increaſing her Reaſon, increaſes his Love. 


$ 0 K G 4. 


ID ID you ſeee'er a Shepherd ye Nymphs paſs this way, 
Crown'dwith Myrtle and all the gay Verdure of May? 

Tis my Shepherd, oh bring him once more to my Eyes: 

From his Lacy in Search of new Pleaſures he flies. 

All the Day how I travell'd and toild o'er the Plains, 

In Purſuit of a Rebel that's ſcarce worth the Pains, 

In Purſuit of a Rebel that's ſcarce worth the Pains. 


Take care Maids, take care, when he flatters and ſwears, 
How you truſt your own Eyes, or believe your own Ears, 
Like the Roſe-bud in June, ev ry Hand he'll invite, 
But wound the kind Heart, like the Thorn out of Sight. 
And truſt me whoe'er my falſe Shepherd detains, 

She'll find him a Conqueſt that's ſcarce worth her Pains. 

Three Months at my Feet did he languiſh and figh, 
F'er he gain'd a kind Word or a tender Reply; 

Love, Honour and Truth, were the Themes that he ſung, 

And he vow'd that his Soul was a-kin to his Tongue; 

Too ſoon I believ'd and reply'd to his Strains, | 

And gave him too frankly my Heart for bis Pains, | 
The Trifle once gain'd, like a Boy at his Play, 

Soon the Wanton grew weary and flung it away; 

Now cloy'd with my Love, from my Arms he does fly, 

In Search of another as filly as I. 

But truſt me, whoe'er my falſe Shepherd detains, 

She'll find him a Conqueſt that's ſcarce worth her Pains, 


Beware all yeNymphs, how you ſoothe the fond Flame, 
And believe in good time all the Sex are the ſame ; 
Like Strepbon from Beauty to Beauty they range, 

Like him they will flatter, diſſemble and change; 
And do all we can, ftill this Maxim remains, | 
That aMan when we' ve got him is ſcarce worth thePains, 


B 3 SONG 


(6) 
E Medley of Mortals that make up this Throng, 
Spare your Wit for a Moment and lit” to my Song; 
What you would not expect here, my Wit ſhall be new, 
And what is more ſtrange, ev ry Word ſhall be true. 
Sing tantararara Truth all, Truth all, 
Sing tantararara Truth all, 

Not a Toy in the Place you*ll buy cheaper than mine, 
Bring your Laſſes to me, and you'll fave all your Coin; 
Fhe Ladies alone will pay dear for my Skill, | 
For if they will hear me - their Tongues muſt lie ſtill. 

Sing tantararara Mute all. 


Tho” ourRevels areſcorn'd by the Grave and theWiſe, 


Yet they practiſe all Day, what they ſeem to deſpiſe; 


Examine Mankind from the Great to the Small, 
Each Mortal's diſguis'd, and the World is a Ball. 
. Sing tantararara Maſks all. 
The Parſon brimful of October and Grace, 
With a long taper Pipe, and a round ruddy Face, 
Will rail at our Doings — but when it is dark, 
The Doctor's diſguis'd, and led home by the Clerk. 
| Sing tantararara Maſks all. i 
The fierce roaring Blade, with long Sword and cock'd 
as, 
Who with Zounds he did this, and with s Blood he'll do. 
at; za 
When he comes to his Trial, he fails in his Part, 
And proves that his Looks were but Maſks to his Heart. 
Sing tantararara Maſks all. m_ 
The Beau acts the Rake and will talk of Amours, 
Shews Letters from Wives, and Appointments from 
Whores; 
But a Creature ſo modeſt, avoids all Diſgrace, 
For how would he bluſh, ſhould he meet Face to Face, 
Sing tantararara Maſks all. DN 


The Courtiers and Patriots, mong other fine things, 


Will talk of their Country, and Love to their Kings, 
vet their Maſks will drop off, if you ſhake but the Pelf, 


And ſhew King and Country all center'd in ſelf, 
Sing tantararara Maſks all, With 


* 


pi nd 


Ons 


(7) 


With an Outſide of Virtue, Miſs Sueamiſp the Prude, 
If you touch her, ſhe faints, if you 7 you are rude ; 
Thus ſhe's prim and ſhe's coy, till her Bloſſoms are gone, 
And when meliow, ſhe 's pluckꝰ d by the Coachman or Jabn. 

Sing tantararara Maſks all. EA | 

With a grave Maſk of Wiſdom ſay Phyſic and Law, 

In yourCaſe there's noFear,in yourCauſe there's noFlaw, 
Till Death and the Judge have decreed, they look big, 
Then you find you have truſted—a full-bottom Wig. 

Sing tantararara Maſks all. | 

Thus Life is no more than a Round of Deceit, 

Each Neighbour will find that his next is a Cheat ; 
But if, oh ye Mortals, theſe Tricks ye purſue, 
You at laſt cheat yourſelves - and the Devil cheats you, 

Sing tantararara Maſks all, Maſks all, 

Sing tantararara Maſks all. 
S 0 N 6 5. 


HE that a Cuckold is, let it not grieve him, 


For in his Wants there is.one to relieve him ; 
He may ſleep quietly while his Wife's waking, 
And may be free from Care, void of Paing-taking. 
And his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 
Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned, 
And his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 
Ceſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 
The Captain upon the Sea prays for, fair Weather, 
Whilſt his Wife and the Maſt fail th together, 
Star-gazing on her Back at the Moon's Motion, 
Whilſt the poor Cuckold is at his Devgtign. . 
Yet his Condition is, &.  _ 
The Merchant beyond the Sea ſearching for Treaſurey 


And tho his Merchandize be out of Meaſure ; 


Yet if he kiſs a Girl, while he is ranging, 

His Wife repays him a Bill of Exchanging. 
Yet his Condition is, &c, 

The greateft Lawyer that ever was lent us, 

Often returns his Wife non eft Inventus ; 

And if he ever ſo wiſe in his Place is, 

She will ſtill find that a Flaw in his Caſe is. 
Yet his Condition is, &c. | 


The 


(8) 


eeds not to laugh at a Citizen horned ; 
For if it's true as in ancient Relations, 
The City Dames do obey the Court Faſhions. 
Yet their Conditions are, &c, 

Whilf the poor Parſon with Zea} is expounding, 
Telling the People their Sins are abounding ; 
Many a lufty Lad pay their Tythes to bis Wife, 
Wikh he is © ponding Amends of Life, 

Yet his Condition is, &c. 
You that are Cuckolds, let this be your Comfort, 


There are few others between this and Rumferd ; 


Brethren all in a Row ſhake Hands together, 
Never diſdain for to wear the Bull's Feather. 
For your Conditions are, &c. 


$. 0 17. 


| YE ſacred Muſes now attend, 


Whilſt I my ev'ry Thought unbend, 

From Op'ras, Plays and Folly, 
From Op'ras, Plays and Folly, 

For ſweeter Mufick fills my Ear, 

And truer Beauty doth appear, 
In lovely pritty * 
In lovely pritty Polly. 

Great Nature has been wond'rous kind, 

Who gave ſuch Graces to the Mind, 
Dear Charm for Melancholy. 

And as her Voice her Fingers too, 

Can equal Execution do. | 

Such Charms has pritty Polly. 

Mn Hande/'s Works ſhe does rejoice, 

Tho' Aſ in Chaplet was by Choice, 

Deſign'd to make us jolly. 

She ſaid, a Song I never like, 

But when both Words and Mufick ſtrike. 
So anſwer d pritty Polly. | 

Amaz'd I ſtood ſuch Wit to hear, 

Such Taſte, ſuch Softneſs in each Air, 

That flow'd from pritty Pu;. 


The greateſt States-man that e er was applauded, 


And 


4 


And 


' But you not only that defire, 


Think how un Suit you Pg : "Ty, «tf 
Thew' 1 om Seclite $359 2 KY 7 


Sound, ſound your 1 F e e 

He comes, the Hero comes 3 5 (K* 5% 

Sound, ſound your Trumpets, 25 537 4 

Beat, beat yout Drums; nnn 
From Port to Port let Cannons rar, 


| W Welcome, Welcome to the Britif Shoar, 


C93); 
And when the Flyte I heard her touch 
By Jove ! the Tranſport tas tos much 

Jo bear 3; than ptitty: Pon P 

O! ceaſe * pritt y] 2 
S ON G x. 5 
WW HEN: ShveS'thiir Liberty fading, = 
They hope no more to Bain 3, 1 5 
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But aſk the Pow'r to reign. nt 


Your Freedom when you pleule f uy take, 
But treſpaſs a en mine. 

No more in vain Alcandr rue g 
I ne'er will grant the thing; 

That he who once has been 8 8. 
Shou'd ever be Pa: King, 

0. .6-. 
HE comes, * comet, Hella = 


From Port to Port det Cannons roar, 
His Welcome to tlis Brit Shoa, 


Welcome, Welcome, Welcome, Welcome to the rich 
Shear, atm Mc 3ST 


- 


Welcome, Welcome ta the Britzfp. Sar. 
Prepare, prepare, your Songs prepare, 1 

Loud, loudly tend the ecchoing Aif;; 

From Pole to Pole your Joys reſound, 

For Virtue is with Glory crown d. 

Virtue, Virtue, Virtue, Virtue, 

Virtue is with Glory crown'd. 
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And when I came. to her by . d- 
The Devil a word cou d I fay 


I walk'd with her into the Garden, 
3 ſully intending | to woe her, 
1 be ne'er worth a Farthing, 
'of Love I 4 any thing . if 
Wert: Hand cloſe to my 
While m 7 5 
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| 1 a 
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1 — Sir +5 


. juſt — | abba 
artour we went), 3. 


he bn e 
But there I was Keil a8 & Mesſe, eee 


O! What 2 dull 'Beoby'was © © 
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L Aa. your 
Not on 7 as Baka dwelt * datt 4 
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| had re tone, 
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That the ſcorn'd in a Cot the ole of he on 
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Ah! Ak! Yeeby what 1022 — eſſes — * Mind, 
That Jenny ſo conflant. o W: . — 
When dancing fo gay with the Nymphs on —＋＋ Plain, 
She yielded her Hand and her Heart to the Swain. 


You falſely upbraid, Lr — the ls | 
With Lucy you toy's it beneath the new Hay ; 
When alone with "Jour 15 the Shepherds have ſaid, 
You forgot all the Vows that to Je vou made. 


Belie | ſweet 2235 Heart a 
For 3 2 's 0 Ai 2552 ow * 


From a Laſs that's BG vo, 

Nor once cou d forſaleę the yr 2 E E. 
ee | 

For you of that Heart, was . 

While Tweed's Waters "Ne be true, 

Ko, e e 

SW LES a Stb | 


For Kindnefs no Youth. can with Jectey. 
We'll love then and live ſpam fierce Jealouſy: 


And none on the Plain ſhall be happy a we. 
o make the Wife kind, and to 
T n 


Vou miſt be of her Mind, let her 
In all that ſhe does, you muſt give her her —4 
But telf her ſhe's „ 
But tell ber ſhe's wro 


Then Huſbands. 1 

Vour Wives 

With Co 
To make by your Y — for — 
To make by et 5 Horns for yourſelves, 


Abroad all _ Day; if the chufes to ram, 
Seem rr ber Ab „er figh to come home; 
The 


(12) 
The Man the likes beſt, and wants moſt to be at, 
Be ſure to commend, and ſhe'll hate him For that. 

Then Huſbands, &c. 

What Virtues ſhe has, you may ſafely oppoſe, 
What e'er are her Follies, commend her for thoſe 5 - 
Approve all the Schemes that ſhe lays for a Man, 
But name but a Vice, — ſbe Il err if ſhe can. 

Then Huſbands, a 


as 


Y OU tell me rab I Cine how Ge, 
And eaſy, and chatty, and good -humour' d too, 

And eaſy, and chatty, and good-hamour'd too; 

That my Lips are as red as the Roſe-bud in June, 


And my Voice like the Nightingale s — in Tune; = 


All this has been told me by twenty before 

But he that wou'd win me muſt flatter me dl 

Muſt flatter, muſt flatter me more. Fl 
If Beauty from Virtue receive ao. Supply, | 

Or Prattle from Prudence, how wanting am I! 


My Eaſe and good Humour, ſhort: Raptures will bring, 


And my Voice like the Nightingale's know but a Spring. 

For Charms ſuch, as has. then yaur Praiſes give ver, 

To love me for Life you mult love me for more. 
Then talk to me not of a Shape or an Air, 

For Chloe the wanton can rival me there; 

"Tis Virtite alone that makes Beauty look gay, 

And brightens Goog- me, you as 2 the Day: 


dor that if you love me e bee — 


ind tin wiy- Turn y by 


S 96. N 1 
LES E yu 4 o IC 
JEHOLD the Birds 4n Lane combine, 
In friendly Conp'lets-move 3 25:84 


) wou'd you try, you ſoon wow'd "find; 
Like theirs. my conſtant Love, we 
x Celia. s - 27 - Os. 
Such! ving Words I muſt not hens, dz 0 
5 Fel to a Maid, Te de 
Shou'd I believe, too much I 1 
My Love wou'd be betray'd, 


(13) 


Damon. 


O ſmile my Dear, nor thus diſdain, 


'The Heart which is your Prize, 
Then kindly look and eaſe my Pain, 
Or wretched Damon dies. 
Celia. 
If Damon, I your Heart have won, 
And cauſe you ſo to grieve; 


T in Exchange have loſt my own, 


Which I can ne' er retrive. 
Damon. 
Then fince our mutt Love we've ſhewn, 
No more my Dear torment. 
Celia. 
Altho' I'm willing, I muſt own, 
I dare not yet _— 


To yonder Shade we 3 
And be for ever bleſt. N 


Celia. 

Your Tongue's ſo — decker, 

I can no more reſiſt. 

1 Repeat the laſt Verſe together, 

| SONG „ 

E ſtill ye Winds ors 
B Ye murm'ring Waters * glide ; 
Ye moſſy Banks your Verdure keep, 


Ye Flowers appear in all your Pride. 
Ye moſſy Banks your Verdure keep, 


Ye Flowers appear in all your Pride, 
Raiſe, raiſe ye Songſters of the Grove, 
To Harmony your little Throats, 
Each Wiſh, each latent Paſſion move, 
With all your thrilling am'rous Notes, 
Your leafy Arms, ye Beaches ſpread, 
And with the Elms and Oaks entwine, 
Whilſt fragrant Dews drop on her Head, 


From Roſe-buds and the Eglantine. 


C Morpheus 


. COT 2 255 * . 


( 14 ) 
Morpheus ſtrew thy Poppies round, 
In leaden Sleep confine her faſt ; 
Her Mantle's looſe, her Loins unbound, 
Ye Graces revel round her Waift, 


Auſpicious Cupid guide me there; 
O lay me gently on her Breaſt, 
Tis done, and thee all charming Fair, 
Aſleep unknowing is poſſeſt. 


High revelling in vaſt Delight, 
Panting, ſighing, dead I ſeem'd; 

Stret bon the cry'd, wak'd in a Fright, 
Is't you, O Lord! I thought I dream' d. 


S ON G 156. 


7 VE when he ſaw my Fanny's Face, 
With wond'rous Paſhon moy'sd, 
Forgot the Care of human Race, 
And felt at laſt he lov'd, 
And felt at laſt he lov'd. | 
Then to the God of ſoft Deſire, 
His Suit he thus addreft : 
I Fanny love, with mutual Fire 
O touch her tender Breaſt. 
I Fanny love, with mutual Fire 
O touch her tender Breaſt, 
O touch her tender Breaſt. 


Your Sighs are hopeleſs Cupid cry 

I lov'd the ay bens, hi 

What rival! me the Pow'r replye, 
Whom Gods and Men adore. 

He graſp'd the Bolt, he ſhook the Springs, 
Of his imperial Throne; | 

While C:pid wav'd his roſy Wings, 

And in 4 Breath was gone. 


O' er Earth and Seas the Godhead flew, 
But ftill no Shelter found ; | 
For as he fled his Dangers grew, 
And Light'ning flaſh'd around. 


= 


— —— 


(15) 
At laft his trembling Fear impells | ; 
His Flight, to Fanny's Eyes; 
Where happy, ſafe, and pleas'd he dwells, 
Nor minds his native Skies, 
| . 


1290 late for Redreſs, and too ſoon for my Eaſe, 
I ſaw you, I lov'd, and I wiſh'd I cou'd pleaſe; 
I fancy'd your Eyes read the Language of mine, 
"And ſaw my Love's Image reflected on thine ; 
The Flatterer Hope to my Ruin led on, | 
And taught me to judge of your Heart by my own ; 
Selt-love to my Wiſh was at hand to perſuade, 
That my Love was return'd, and my Friendſhip repaid. 


But wak'd from this Dream, tis with Anguith I find, 
Words and Looks were but civil, which once I thought 
kind ; | 
Its Colour no longer falſe Fancy will lend, 
To form the fond Lover, or image the Friend 
But be ſtill my poor Heart, or beat thee to Reft, 
TI drive this Tormentor, this Love from my Breaſt ; 
Tl break the gay Bauble my Fancy has made, 
And puniſh the Heart Self-love has betray'd, 


S 06 HS 
I Seek not at once in a Female to find 


The Form of a Venus with Pallas's Mind; | 
Let the Girl that I love have but Prudence in view, 


That tho' ſhe deceive, I may ſtill think her true: 


Be her Perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean, 
Let her Temper be cloudleſs and open her Mien; 
By Folly, IIl- nature nor Vanity led, 

Nor indebted to Paint — for white or for red. 


May her Tongue, that dread Weapon in moſt of the 


Be employ d to delight us, and not to perplex; 

Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a Jeſt, 

For Prudes I deſpiſe, and Coquets I deteſt: 

May her Humour the Taſte of the Company hit, 

Not affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her Wit. 3 
1 N C 2 9 


4 8] 
| Co find cut the Fair, that is form'd on my Plan, 
And I'll love her for ever] mean, if I can, 


| SN. W 


| VAI N is ev'ry fond Endeavour, 
To refiſt the tender Dart 

For Examples move us never, 

We muſt feel to know the Smart. 


When the Shepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our Beauties ſets to view, 
Vanity her Aid ſupplying, | 
Bids us think tis all our Due. 
Softer than the vernal Breezes 
Is the mild deceitful Strain ; 
Frowning Truth our Sex diſpleaſes, 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain. 
Soon, too ſoon, the happy Lover 
Does our tendereſt Hopes deceive ; 
Man was form'd to be a Rover, 


Fooliſh Woman to believe. 
SON G 20 


While Lothario keeps away. 
Go, ye warbling Birds go leave me, 
Shade ye Clouds the ſmiling Sky; 


Softer Sun- ſhine fills his Eye. 


er. 


A T the ſilent Evening Hour, 
Two fond Lovers in a Bower, 
Sought, ſought their mutual Bliſs. 
Tho' her H-art was juſt relenting, 
Tho' her Eyes ſeem'd juſt conſenting, 
Vet, yet ſhe fear'd to kiſs, 


| VA INLY now you ſtrive to charm me, 
All ye blooming Sweets of May ; 
How ſhou d empty Sun-ſhine warm me 


Sweeter Notes his Voice can give me, 


Since 


Since 


1 


Since this ſecret Shade he cry d, 

Will thoſe roſy Bluſhey hide, 
Why, why will you reſiſt ; 

When no tell-tale Spy js near us, 


Eye not ſees, nor Ear can hear us, 


Who, who would not be kiſs' d. 


Celia hearing what he ſaid, 
Bluſhing lifted up her Head, 
Her Breaſt ſoft Wiſhes fill; 
Since the cry'd no Spy is near vs, 
Eye not ſees, nor Ear'can hear us, 
Kiſs, kiſs, or what you will. 
$ 0 2 22; 
WHILST on thy fon Boſom lying, 
Celia who can ſpeak, my Bliſs, 
Who the Rapture I'm enzo — 3 
When thy balmy Lips F KA? 
Every Look with Love' Inſpires me, 
Every Touch my Boſom warms, 
Exery melting Murmur fires me, 
Every Joy is in thy Arms. 
Thoſe dear Eyes how ſoft they languiſh, 
Feel my Heart with Rapture beat, 


| Pleaſure turns almoſt to Anguith, 


When the Tranfport is fo ſweet : 
Look not ſo divinely on me, © 
Calia I ſhall die with Blifs, - 
Yet, yet turn thoſe Eyes upon me, 

Who'd not die a Death-like this! 


S O N G 23. 
ONE kind Kiſs before we part, 
Drop a Tear and hic adieu; 


Tho' we ſever, my;fond. Heart 


Till we meet ſhall. pagt for you 
Till we meet ſhall. pant for you, 
Shall pant for you. | 


(18) 
Yet, yet weep not ſo my Love, 
Let me kiſs that falling Tear; 
Tho' my Body muſt remove, 
All my Soul wilt till be Bere. 
All my Soul ds Pay We * 
And every Wi t for you5 N 
One kind Kits then ere La part, 22 
Drop à Tear and bid adie. 
P9LLY, when your Lips you joid, 
Lovely powting Lips to mine; 
To the Bee the flow'ry Field, 
Such a Banqter does not yields 
Not the dewy Morning Roſe, © 
So much'Sweetnefs Joes inclofeg 
Net the Gods fiich Nectar fip, - © 
As Cellin from thy balmy Lip, 
As Collin from thy balmy Lip. _ 
Kiſs me thep.. with Rapture kiſs, 
We'll ſurpaſs. the Gods in Bliſs, 
We'll * we'll ſurpaſs, we'll ſurpaſs the Gods in 
We'll ſurpaſs the Cody in Blife. 
. 83.0 N 28. 
J Sing not of Barrles that now are to ceaſe, 
Nor carrols my Muſe in the Praiſe of a Peace, 
| | Nor carrols, &c, 
To ſhew that ſhe's oft in good Company ſeen, 
She humbly begs Leave to fing Monfieur Pantin, 
i She humbly begs, &c. 
Examine all round, and at length you will own, 
His Likeneſſes daily are met with in Town; 
Then let me my Song undiſturbed begin, 
And ſhew all his Brothers to Monfieur Pantin, | 
And ſhew all his, &c. 
And firſt, pray obſerve that fine Thing made for Show, 
It Compound of Powder ind Nonſenſe, a Beau: 8 


ASF Jo 
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A 
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80 limber his Joints, and ſo ſtrange in his Mien, 
That you cry, as he walks, look you, there's a Par::n, 

That you cry, &c. 
How oft have you heard that the Ladies love Change, 
And from one Entertainment to t'other will range? 
In this they are conſtant, what Diff rence was ſeen, 
When they laid down the Fribble, and took the Pantin, 

When they, &c. 

Then all you fair La who bloom like the Morn, 
Who —2 not your Beauties by Art to adorn; 
When I fee on your Boſoms this little Machine, 


I own, &c, 
Ye Youths who have Parts, tho” ye often wear Lace, 


No longer let Foplings your Merit diſgrace, - 

But attack the 2 Maid with a reſolute Mien, 

Til ſhe claſps her young Lover, and burns her Pantin, 
Till the clafps, &c, 


SONG 26, 


He, LET Rakes for Pleaſure range the Town, 
Or Miſers doat on golden Guineas, 
Let Plenty ſmile, - or Fortune frown, 
The Sweets of Lowe are mine and Fenny's, 
Mine and Jenny's, mine and enny” 6 
The Sweets of Lowe are mine and ena. 
Sbe. Let wanton Maids indulge Defire, 
| How ſoon the fleeting Pleaſure gone is! 
The Joys of Virtue never tire, | 
And ſuch ſhall ſtill be mine and Jobany s, 
Mine and Jobnny's, &c. 
He. Together let us ſport and play, 
Sbe. And live in Pleaſure w no Sin is: | 
He. The Prieft ſhall tie the Knot 3 


Ion I am jealous of happy Pantin, 


Ac. 
She. Together let us ſport and as 
And live in Pleafure 3 no Sin is: 
The Prieſt ſhall tie the Knot To-day, 
r Jenry's, 
8 


i 


(20) 
He. Together let us, &c. | 
He. Let roving Swains young Hearts invade, 
The Pleaſure ends in Shame and Folly ; 
So Willy woo'd, and then betray'd, 
The poor believing, ſimple Molly, 
_ Molly, &c. 
She, So Lucy lov'd and lightly toy'd, 
And laugh d at harmleſs Maids who marry, 
But now the finds her Shepherd cloy'd, 
And chides too late her faithlefs Harry, 
Faithleſs Harry, &c, 


He. But we ll together, Kc. [Here is ſung the ſame 
_. as the third, fourth, fifth Verſes, and alſo 
_ at the, End. 


. By cooling Streams aur Flocks we'll feed, 
And Jeaye Deceit for, Kyames and NMinnies; 
_ Qrfogndly ſtray where Lowe ſhall lead, 


And en ay bg, ming and Femy's, 
7 Mine and Jenny's, &c. 
See Let Oollt the faithleſs Boſom freight, 
x The'conftant Heatt is always bonny; 
; Content and Peace, and ſweet Delight, 
= And eve ſhall live witheme and Johnny, 
g le and 8 &c. 
| He. Together then we'll ſport, A. 
n ahh, 
Ami nter. Nas TOR A's come with Myrtle crown'd, 
To bleſs her fond on the Side, 
Io bleſs her fond Amintor's Side, 
| 1 in his extenſive Round, 
Ne er ſaw ſo ſweet, ſo fair a Bride, 
Ne'e ſaw fo ſweet, ſo fair a Bride. 


Paftora. If ta be true is ſweet and fair, 0 bf 
| Paſors with Lucinda vies ', ; 
as T8 ic Haffora, &c, 
| And 3 he. than is. the Air, 
a - That flects beneath Arabian ies, 
That fleets, &e. 
ISR 
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Paſtcra, Without a Bluſh, I here repeat 


( 21) 


 Amintor, The Fields and Groves, each Hill and Vale, 


Have witneſs'd to my faithful Vow 
Have, &c, 
Long had I figh'd my am rom Tale, 
Eut every Care's requited now, 
But every, &c. 


What to the Nympbs I told before, 
What to the, &c. 
For thee my tender Heart does beat, 
Poſſeſs' d of thee I aſk no more, 
Poſſeſs d of thee I aſk, &c. 
* Thus with this Wreath I crown thy Brows, 
And with this K:/s my Love I ſeal, 
And with this Kiss, &e. 
And may I, when I break my Vows, 
The Pangs of tortur'd Lowers feel, 
The pangs, &&. 
Paſfora. Should I, ungrateful to my Swair, 
Afflict kim with domeſtic Strife, 
Afflict him, &c, 
May I be driven from the Plain, 
By every virtuous Maid and Wife, 
By every virtuous Maid and Fife. 
8 0 N G 28. 


C OME all you young Lovers who wan with Deſpair, 
Compoſe idle Sonnets, and figh for the Fair; 
Who puff up their Pride by enhancing their Charms, 

And tell them tis Heaven to lie in their Arms. 
Be wiſe by Example, take Pattern by me, 
For let what will happen, by ve Pl be free, 
y Jove I'll be free; 
For let what will happen, by Jeve I'll be free. 
Young Dafhne JI ſaw, in the Net 1 was caught, 


1 ly'd and I flatter'd as Cuſtom had taught, 


I preſs'd her to Bliſs, which ſhe granted full ſoon, 
But the Date of my Paſſion expir'd with the Moon, 
She vow'd the was ruin'd, I ſaid it might be, 
I'm ſorry, my Dear, but by Jeve Ill be free. 

By Fove I'll be free, a 


he 


(an) 

The next was young Phillis as bright as the Morn, 
Phe Love that I proffer d ſhe treated with Scorn ; 
I laugh'd at her Folly, and told her my Mind, 
That none could be handſome, but ſuch as were kind; 

Her Pride and Ill-nature were loſt upon me, 

For in Spite of fair Faces, by Juve I'll be free, 

| | By Jove I'll be free, &c. 

Let others call Marriage the Harbour of Joys, 
Calm Peace I delight in, and fly from all Noiſe ; 
Some chuſe to be hamper'd, tis ſure a ſtrange Rage, 
And like Birds they fing beſt, when they're put in a Cage; 
Confinement's the Devil, twas ne er made for me, 
Let who will be bond Slaves, by Jove Ill be free, 


By Jove Pl] be free, &c. 


Then let the briſk Bumper run over the Glaſs, 
In a Toaſt to the young and the beautiful Laſs ; 
Who yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull Rule, 
Nor thinks it a I a Lover ſhou' d cool; : 
Let us bill like the Sparrow, and rove like the Bec, 
For in Spite of grave Leſſons, by Jove I'll be free, 
By Jove I'll be free. 


For in Spite of grave Leſſons, by Jove I'll be free. 


| S 0 W ag. :- 
OH would' ſt thou know what ſacred Charms 
This deſtin'd Heart of mine alarms, 
This deſtin d Heart of mine alarms; 
What kind of Nympb the Heavens decree, 
The Maid that's made for Love and me, 
The Maid that's made for Love and me. 
Who joys to hear the Sigh ſincere, 


Who melts to ſee the tender Tear. 
0 Who melts, &c, 
From each ungentle Paſſion free, | 
Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me. 


Be ſuch the Maid, &c. 


Whoſe Heart with gen'rous Friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the Bleſſings ſhe beſtows. 5 
Who feels, &c. 

Gentle 


( 23) 
Gentle to all, but kind to me, 
Be ſuch the "Maid that's made for me. 
| Be ſuch the Maid, &c, 
Whoſe ſimple Thoughts, devoid of Art, | 
Are all the Natives of her Heart ; 
Are all the Natives, &c, 
A gentle Train from Falſhood free, 
Be ſuch the Maid that s made for me, 
Be ſuch the- Maid, xc. 
Avaunt ye light Coguets, retire, | 
Where flatt' ring Fops around admire, 
Where flatt' ring, 4. 
Unmov'd your tinſell'd Charms I ſee, 
More genuine Beauties are for me, 
More genuine Beauties are for me. 
3.0 KN. Q wn 
Fin me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 
Large as my capacious Soul; 
Fill me —＋ Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 
Large as my capacious Saul; 
Vaſt as my Thirſt is, 


Let it have Depth enough to be my Grave ; : | 
I mean the Grave of all my Care, | | 
For I deſign to bury*t' there; 


Let it of Silver faſhion' d be, | 

Worthy of Wine, worthy of me, 
Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 
Worthy to adorn the Spheres. 


As that bright Cup, as that bright * | 


Amongſt the Stars, fill me a Bowl, 


A mighty Bowl, 
as my capacious Soul. 2 
S0 KN 6 33. 
(Sung by the fine Lady in Lethe.) 


THE Card invites, in Crouds we fly 
To join the jovral Rout, full Cry 
What Joy, from Cares and Plagues "Al I 
To hie to the midnight Hark-azvay. 
Nor Want, nor Pain, nor Grief, nor Care, , 
Nor drongh Huſbands enter there; 1 44 The 


(24) 

The briſk, the bold, the young and gay, 

And roar to the jolly Hark-away. : 
Uncounted ftrikes the Morning Clcck, 
And drouſy Nap — idly — ho 

Till Day-light peeps, we and play, 

All hie to the midnight Hark-away. 
| When tir'd with Sport, to bed we 

And kill the tedious Day with Sleep ; 
To- morrow's welcome Call obey, 

And again to the midnight Hark-awvay. 

SON G 32. 


To be my Heart, the Queen of Love 


| Gave thee the Mildneſs of the Dove ; 
With tender Looks of ſoft Diſtreſs, 
To rob me of my Quietneſs. | 


But while theſe three £ — ) 
ut while 
The Sailer fily waning 
Thought, if it ame tut, Sir, 
— oy 

He then might a4 44-1 
And juſt e en ag he Fair 1 1 0 
To Loggerheads they went Six, 1 
And then he let fly zt er 
A Shot twixt Wind and Water, 

Which won this fur Nn 


's Heart. 

8 0 N G 35- 

Ae Jong gt as She aways 

HO 

But he was fican a , 
Thathe cn d ba _—_ 


Till blinks of her beauty, 3 — hopes o "ROY 
Forc'd him atlaſt to tell his mind tif her. 


My dear, quoth he, we'l} nae is a | 
Gin * can loo me, let's er . marry. 


4 4 
-h* 


, come away, . my norland addi, 


N "we gang neatly, 
And albeit I have mei 


Came, and T'll ware 


" — 7 
1 * * 4 2. „ „ FS 


3 Es... $123 2&4 4/06; 5 +4 


Ye laſſes of the ſouth, 7e oe drefing * 5 
Laſſes of the north, mind mulkjng an 


My minny wad be angry pay mad my 1 

Shou'd I marry ane as 20 dn 23S lady, 

For I maun hae a wife that will ri io the gperving, : 
uſe a ſcaulding, 


Crudle a' the milk, and Kk 
Toolie with her — — 
A norland Focky maus 


In Beg et guns in 
My father's only daughter and 
Shall never be beſtow/ dn i u filly dawas.. . 
For a' that I ſaid was to try hut w in yes... _ 
Gae hame, ye norland * „ 88 a Jo, 


(26) 
S O N 8 36. 
Spouſe I do hate 

A For either ſhe's falſe or the's jealous ; 

But give us a Mate, 
Who nothing will aſk us, or tell us. 

She ſtands on no Terms, 
Nor chaffers by way of Indenture, 


Her Love for your Farms 
But takes a kind Man at a Venture. 


Il all prove not right, 
Without an Act, Proceſs or Waning, 
From Wife for a Night 
You may be divorc'd in the Morning, 
When Parents are Slaves, 
Their Brats cannot be any other: 
Great Wits and great Braves 
5 Have always a Punk to their Mother. 
| SON G 37. 
A Swain of Love deſpairing, 
Thus wail'd his cruel Fate; 
His Grief the Shepherds ſharing, 
In Circles round him fat. 
The Nymphs in kind Compaſſion, 
The luckleſs Lover mourn' d; 
All who had felt the Paſſion, 
| A Sigh for Sigh return d. 
O Friends, your Plaints give over, 
Your kind Concern forbear ; 
Shou'd Chloe but diſcover, 
For me you'd ſhed a Tear : 


Her Eyes ſhe'd arm with Vengeance, 
Your Friendſhip ſoon ſubdue ; 

Too late you'd aſk Forgiveneſs, 

And for her Mercy ſue, 

Her Charms ſuch Force diſcover, 

Refiſtance is in vain ; 

Spite of your ſelf, you n love her, 

And hug the galliog Chain, 


o ”_ - n mw a 
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Her Wit the Flame. increaſes, 

And rivets faſt the Dart ; 
She has ten thouſand Graces, 

And each could gain a Heart. 
But oh ! one more deſerving 

Has thaw'd her frozen Breaſt, 
Her Heart to him devoting, 

She's cold to all the reſt. 
Their Love with Joy abounding, 

The Thought diſtracts my Brain 3 
O cruel Maid! Then ſwooning, 

He fell upon the Plain, 

:4$ 0... G0 
A Swain untauglitin Arts of Love, 
'* Whom Love cou'd ne'er ſubdue, 
Obſequious bows, but never dies, 
Oft pleafing views with wiſhing Eyes 

Myra and Chloe too. 

The ſoothing Virgin, at whoſe Feet 

The Youth firſt lowly fell, 

With courting Eyes and ſmooth Deceit 
His ev'ry Offer ſeenis to greet, 

And liſtens to his Tale; 

But Chloe ſhe, a wanton fair, 

Whoſe Beauties well prevail'd, 
With wav'ring Mind oft Love deny'd, 
And if her ſectet Heart comply'd, 

Yet Affectation fail'd. | 
Now truſt me, fair one, wou'd you with 

The Swain might ceaſe to rove, 
Of ſteady Temper always be, 

From fooliſh Affectation free, 

And each with Caution love. 
Let Chloe leave affecting Pride, 

Myra from Fraud repair; 

His Heart (believe l) howe'er it burns; 
To one of you at length returns, 
And ſeeks its Bofom __ 
2 


8 oN 


(28) 
| A Starving Life all Day we lead, 
No Comfort here is found ; 
At Night we make one common Bed, 
Upon the boarded Ground, 
Where Fleas in Troops, and Bugs in Shoals, 
Into our Boſoms creep, 
And Death-watch Spiders round the Walk 
Diſturb us in our Sleep. 
Were Sccrates alive, and bound 
With us to lead his Life, 
®'T would move his Patience far beyond 
His crabbed, ſcolding Wife: 5 
Hard Lodging, and much harder Fare, 
Would try the wiſeſt Sage, 
Nay, even make a Parſon ſwear, 
And curſe this finful Age. 
Thus we Inſolvent Debtors live; 
Vet we may boldly ſay, 
Worſe Villains often Credit give, 
Than thoſe that never pay; 
For wealthy Knaves can, with Applauſe, 
Cheat on, and ne'er be oh 
But in contempt of human l 


In Coaches ſafely ride. 
S ON G 40. 


A Taylor, good Lord, in the Time of Vacation, 
When Cabbage was ſcarce, and when Pocket 


pretended a Paſſion 


was low, 


For the Sake of good Liquor 


To one that ſold Ale in a Cuckaldly Row ; 
Now a Louſe made him itch ; 
Here a Scratch, there a Stitch, 
And fing Cucumber, Cucumber ho. 


One Day ſhe came up, when at Work in his Garret, 
To tell what he od, 3 


Says he, it is all very richt I declare it; 


Says the, then I hope you will pay ere I go. 


Now a Louſe, Ke. 


Says 


"The Genial Bed, and Hymen's Rites, 


(29) 
Says Prick-Louſe, my Jewel, I love you moſt dearly, 
My Breaſt every Minute ftill hotter does glow. r 
Ay, only, ſays ſhe, for the Juice of my Barley, 
And other good Drink in my Cellar below. 
Now a Louſe, &c. | 
Says he, you miſtake, tis for ſomething that's better, 
Which I dare not name, and you care not to ſhow. 
Says ſhe, I'm afraid you are given to flatter, EL Op 
What is it you mean, and pray where does it grow ? 
Now a Loufe, ce. Ew 
Says he, tis a Thing that has never a Handle, 
Tis hid in the Dark, and it lies pretty low. 


| Said ſhe, then I feat that you muſt have a Candle, 


Or elſe the wrong Way you may happen to go: 
Now a Louſe, &c. | 
Says he, was it darker than ever was Charcoal, 
Tho” I never was there, yet the Way do I know. 
Says ihe, if it be ſuch a terrible dark Hole, 
Don't offer to grope out your Way to it ſo : 
Now a Louſe, &c, | 
Says he, you ſhall ſee I will quickly be at it, 
For this is, oh this is the Way that I'll go. 
Says ſhe, do not touzle me fo, for I hate it, 
I vow by and by you will make me cry oh 
Jo they both went to work, 
Now a Kifs, then a Jirk, 
And ſing Cucumber, Cucumber ho. 
The Taylor aroſe when the Buſineſs was over; 
Says he, you will rub out the Score ere you go * 
Says ſhe, I ſhall not pay ſo dear for a Lover, 
I'm not ſuch a Fool I would have you to know 5 
Now a Louſe made him itch, | 
Here a Scratch, there a Stitch, 
And fing Cucumber, Cucumber ho. 


SON G 4. 

A Thouſand Charms in Cælia met, 
A Thouſand Lovers at her Feet: 
Yet the remains the Maid, and flights 


1 
Not want of Pity in the Fair, | 
But Worth in Man, defeats his Pray'r z 
Wiſe Caution, and not proud Diſdain, 
Preſerves ſo long ber Virgin Reign. 
S ON G az. 
Thouſand Ways to wean my Heart 
I've try d, yet can't remove him, 
And tho' for Life I've ſworn to part, 
For Life, I find J love him. 
Still, ſhou'd the dear Falſe Man return, 
And with new Vows purſue me, 
His flatt*ring Tongue would kill my Scorn, 
And ftill, I fear, undo me. 
SON G 43. 
A Tory, a Whig and a moderate Man, 
O'er a Tub of ſtrong Ale | 
7 Mer, in Ayleſbury Vale, 
Where liv'd a plump Laſs, they call'd Buxom Nan: 
The Tory a Londoner, proud and high, 
The Whig was a Tradeſman plaguey fly, 
The Trimmer a Farmer, but merry and dry ; 
And thus they their Suit began. 
Pretty Naney, we're come to put in our Claim 
Reſolv'd upon Wedlock*s pleafing Game; 
Here's Jacob the Big, 
And William the Whig, 
And Roger the Grigg, 
Jolly Lads as e' er were buckl'd in Girdle faft ; 
| Say which will you chuſe, 
To tye with a Noeſe ? 
For a Wife we muſt carry, whate'er comes on't ; 
Then think upan't, 
You'll ne'er be ſorry when you have don't; 
Nor like us the worſe for our wooing fo blunt; 
Then tell us who pleaſes beft. 
The Laſs, who was not of the Motion ſhy, 
The ripe Years of her Life | 
Being twenty and five, | 
To the Words of her Lovers ftrait made reply; 
I find you believe me a Girl worth Gold, 
And I know too you like my Copyehold ; 
55 - 


Nor 


(31) 
And fince Fortune favours the Briſk and the Bald, 
One of ye I mean to try, | 
But I'm not for yau, nor Sacheverel's Cauſe, 
Nor you with your Hoadly*s Hums and Ras 3 
No Jacob the Big, | 
No William the Whig, 
h But Roger the Ctigg, . _ | 
With his Mirth and Mildnefs. happily pleaſe me can; 
__ *'Tis him I will chuſe : | 
For the conjugal Noofe 1  - 
So that you, the Church Bully, may rave and- rant, 
| And you may cant, 
Till both are impeach'd in Parliament ; 
*Tis Union and Peace that the — wiat ; : 
So Im for a moderate Man. 
S O0 N G-44 
| A Trifling Song you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a Trifle, and gfded ; 
All trifling People draw near, 
And I ſhall be nobly attended, 
Were it not for Trifles a few, - 
That lately have come into Play, 
The Men would want ſomething to do, 
And the Women want ſomething to ſay. 
What makes Men trifle in drefling? 
Becauſe the Ladies, they know, - 
Admire, by often poſſeſſing, 
That eminent Trifle a Beav. _ | 
When the Lover his Moments has trifled, - - - - 
The Trifle of Trifles to gain, 


. No ſooner the Virgin is rifled, 


But a Trifte ſhall part them again, 
What mortal Man would be able 
At White's half an Hour to fit? 
Or who cou'd bear a Tea- Table, 
Without taking Trifles for Wit? 
The Court is from Triftes ſecure; —_ 
Gold Keys are no Trifles, we ſee; 
White Rods are no Trifles I'm ſure, 5 
Whatever their Bearers may be. 


3 
But if you will go to the Place, 
Where Trifles abundantly breed, 
The Levee will ſhew you his Grace 
Makes Promiſes Trifles indeed. 
A Coach with Six Footmen behind, 
I count neither Trifle nor Sin; 
But, ye Gods ! how oft do we find 
A Trifle within ? 
A Flaſk of Champagne, People think it 
A Trifle, or ſomething as bad : 
Bur if you'll contrive how to drink it, 
You'll find it no Trifle, by Gad. 
A Parſon's'a Trifle at Sea, 
A Widow's a Trifle in Sorrow; 
A Peace is a Trifle today She 
Who knows what may happen to morrow ? 
A Black-Coat a Trifle may Cloak, | Nen 
Or to hide it a Red may endeavour ; | | 
But if once the Army is broke, Dat 
We ſhall have more Trifles than ever. | | | 
The Stage is a Trifle, they ſay, | See | 
The Reaſon pray carry along, —— 
Becauſe that at ev*rynew Play, So pi 
The Houſe they with Trifles do throng, | 
But with People's Malice to trifle, | A 
And to ſet us all on a Foot, | | 
The Author of this is a Trifle, Bloo 
And his Som is a Trifle to Boot. Sh 
| SON G 45. ” Wit 
A Very pretty Fancy, a brave gallanta Showe 5 
A very pretty Fancy a brave gallanta Showe The 
E juſte come from France, a very pretty Fancy _ W 
E juſte come from France, toute nouveau. 
De firſt ting be de true Picture of de great magnificent 
City of Londre, 
Dat fill every Part of de Vorld vid Surprize, Pleaſure, AB. 


= S F F > > 


and Vonder. 
Here de cunning French, de viſe Italian and Spaniard 
. And 
7 


No m 
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1 nnn * 

oney 

And for de Diverſions, wee e- de Pleafure for this 
graet Tewn, 


Day fe Dang, ſo fine, oe beat, — 
was known; 


Here be de Hay-Market, vere de Italian Operado loeet- 
ly ſound, 


Dat coſta de brave Gentry no move as two hundred tou- 
ſand Pound. | 


„ de troupe 
Italien, 


Dat make a de poor Engliſh veep, becauſe dey vil troupe 
home agen ; 

De toder Place be Medamoiſelle Violante ſhew «- tou- 
ſand Trick, | 


She jump upon "de rope ten tie high and never break 
her Neck. 


* viſe Managers ſhew all de Viſdom of deir 


Dat make ade fine tngf Vagnan nod Abriende in Dane: 
ne 


See how dey turn about, for * _ —_— we 
Flying Chair : 7 | 
So prodigious Entertainment Wl N he tis touſand To, | 
38 O N 8 8 
A Virgin ence was walking aleng 
In the ſweet Month of Judy, - 
Blooming, beautiful, and on 
She met with a Swain unruly 
Within his Arms the Nymph 4 "caught, 
And ſwore he lov'd her truly; ; 
The Maid remember'd, the. Man forget 
What paſs'd in the. Month of Fwy. © 


To fit his Head, 
No mare thas that t plot, 


All-conquering Airs and Graces 3 

A Tune that thrills, 

Stoln Flights and borrow'd Phraſes, 
A Chariot gilt, 
| To wait on ſilt, 

An awkward Pace and Carriage 3 

| A foreign Tour, 


A Woman at St. James's, 
With Hundreds you. obtain 3 
But ftay till loft her Fame is, 


She'll be cheap in Drury-lane, 
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My Miftreſs ſhould it know ; _ 
T' in my Smock ſtep down, , 
And Ill out the Candle blow: 
The Streets they are ſo nigh, 

And the 


( 36 4 
But yet we muſt 174 
He could 3 * 
She ſtrove to Cond 
And puſh'd inthe On — 
The young Man was fo Jade. 
To lay his Arms about; 
But ſhe cry'd, I pray, Love, 
Let's blow the Candle out. 
As this young Couple ſported, 
The Maiden ſhe did blow ; 
But when the Candle went out; 
Alas! I do not know; 
Said ſhe, I fear not now, Sir, 
My Mafter or my Dame ; 


And what this Couple did, Sr, : 
Alas ! I dee net none; 


t 
A Wretch | rr 
That hourly pin An pin'd in vain, 
addreſt, 


At length the God af 
The Refuge of a wounded Breaſt. 


Veuchſafe, oh Pow'r, thy. bealing Aid, | 


Teach me to gain the cruel Maid; 
Thy Juices take the, Lover's Part, 


Fluſh his wan Looks, n 


Thus to the jolly God he ay'd; 
And thus the Jolly God reply'd ; 


Give Whining o'er, be briſk and gays 


And quaff the ſneaking Ferm away; 


With dauntleſs Mein approach the Fair; 


The Way to conquer is to dare. 


The Swain purſu d the God's Advice; 


The Nymph was now no longer nice. 


She ſmil'd, and ſpoke the Sens Mind; 
When you grow daring, we grow kind: 


Men to themſelves are malt ſevere, 


And make us Tyrants by er Fear, | 


N G 


(37) 
S O0 N G F.. 
He. A dieu fora while my native green Plains, 
My neareſt Relations, and neighbouring Swains, 
Dear Nelly, frae theſe I'd ſtart eafily free, 
Were Minutes not Ages, - while abſent from thee. 
She. Then tell me the Reaſon thou does not obey 
The Pleadings of Love, but thus hurries away ? 
Alake ! thou Deceiver, o'er plainly I ſee, 
A Lover ſae roving will never mind me. 
He. The Reaſon unhappy is owing to Fate, 
That gave me a Being without an Eftate ; 
Which lays a Neceſſity now upon me, 
To purchaſe a Fortune for Pleaſure to thee. 
She, Small Fortune may ſerve where Love has the Sway, 
Then, Johny, be edunſell'd na langer to ſtray; 
For while thou prove conſtant in Kindneſs to me, 
Contented I'll. ay find a Treaſure in thee, | 
He. O ceaſe, my dear chramer, elſe ſoon I'll betray 
A Weakneſs unmanly, and quickly give way 
To Fondneſs which may prove a Ruin to thee, 
A Pain to us baith, and Diſhonour to me. | 
She, Bear witneſs, ye Streams; and witneſs, ye Flow'rs, 
Bear witneſs, ye watchful inviſible Pow'rs ; | 
If ever my Heart be unfaithful to thee, 
May naithing propitious e*er ſmile upon me. 
SO NG a. 
A Dieu to the Pleaſures and Follies of Love, | 
For a Paſſion more noble my Fancy does move; | 
My Shepherd is dead, and I live to proclaim | 


In ſorrowful Notes my Amyntas | 's Name: 


The Wood-Nymphs reply when they hear me complain, 
Thou never ſhall ſee thy Amyntas again; | 
For Death has befriended him, 
Fate has defended him, 
None, none alive is ſo happy a Swain. 
You Shepherds and Nymphs, that have danc d to his Lays, 
Come help me tofing forth Amyntas his Praiſe, 
No Swain for the Garland durſt with him diſpute, 
So {weet were his Notes, 2 ſang to his Lute L 
Then 


(38) 
Then come to his Grave, and your Kindneſs purſue,, 
To weave him a Garland 11 Yew z 
For Life hath him, 
Death hath g? him, 
No Swain again will he gvar fo true. 


Then leave me alone to m wretched Eftate, 
E loſt him too ſoon, 2 
You Echo's,. and Fountains, my —— 
How deeply I ſigh for the Loſs of my Love: 
And now of our Pan, whom we chieflyadore, 
This Favour I never will ceaſe to implore ; 
That now I. may go above, 
And there enjoy my Love, 
Then, then haves ans | 
.S Q i 0G $5 


A Dien, ye pleaſant Syorts and Plays, 
Farewell each Sang that was diverting, 

Love tunes my Pipe to mournful Lays, 

I fing of Delia and Damor's 

Long had he lov'd, and long conceal'd 
The dear, tormenting, pleaſing Paſſion, 

Till Delia's Mildneſs had prevailed 

On him to ſhew his Inclination. 


Juſt as the Fair - one ſeem'd.to give 

A patient Ear to his Love-Story,. 

Damon muſt his Delia leave, 

To _ in Queſt of toilſome Glory, 
Half-ſpo ords hung on their Tongue, 
Thos Ep es refug'd their uſual Meeting, 
And Sighs ſupply'd their wonted Song, 
Theſe charming Sounds were chang d to 3 
Dear Idol of my Soul, adieu; 

Ceaſe to lament, but ne er 18 

While Damon lives, he lives for you, 

No other Charms ſhall ever move me, 

Alas ! who knows, when parted far 

From Delia, but you may — her ? 

The Thought deſtroys my Heart with Care, 
Adieu, my Dear, I fear, for ever. 
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| Tho' he has loſt the Day, 


8 0 
A F TER che fierceſt 
Between Panthea's 


When, with a Sigh, the ſuir Panthea ſaid, 
What Pity tis, ye Gola, chat all 
The nobleſt Warriors ſooneft fall: 

Then, with a Kiſs, the gently rear d his Head, 
Arm'd him again to fight, for nobly ſhe 
More lov'd the Combat than the Victory. 

But more enrag'd, for being beat before, 

With all bis Strength he does prepare 
More fiercely to renew the War; 

Nor ceas'd he till the noble Prize he bote: 
Ev'n her ſuch wond” rous Courage did ſurprize 3 
A Fier the Pang of a defp'rate Lover, 5 

When Day and t L have figh'd all in vain, 
Ah! what aPleafare it i to diſcover 
In her Eyes Pity, who cauſes my Pain, 
Ah! what a Pleaſute it is to diſcover, 

In her Eyes Pity, who cauſes my Pain. 

When with Unkindneſs our Love at a Stand is, 

And both have puniſh'd ourſelves with the Pain, 
an what a Flare the Teh ofher Hand is. 
Ah a Pleaſure to | again. 

Ah! what a Pleaſure, &c. | 
When the Denial comes fainter and fainter, 

And her Eyes give what her Tongue does deny, 
Ah ! what a Trembling I feel, when I venture. 

Ah! what a Trembling does uſher my Joy. 

Ah ! what a Pleaſure, &c. 


When, with a Sigh, ſhe accords me the Bleſſing, 


And her Eyes twinkle *twixt Pleaſure and Pain; 


Ahl whata Joy tis, beyond all Expreſſing. 


Ah! whata Joy to hear, Shall we again. 
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(40) 
un knight asd, hither fly,” 
bright Beli hither 
A 3 — 
As may the abſent Sun ſuppl 
And cheer the drooping Hover. 
Ariſe, my Day, with ſpeed ariſe, 
And all my Sorrows baniſh: ; 
Before the Sun of thy bright Eyes 
All gloomy Terrors vaniſh. 
No longer let me figh in vain, 
And curſe the hoarded Treaſure : 
Why ſhould you love to give us Pain, 
When you were made for Pleaſure, 


The petty Pow' rs of Hell deſtroy, 


To fave's the Pride of Heaven; 
To you the firſt, if you prove coy, 
If kind, the laſt is given. 
The Choice then ſure's not hard to make 
Betwixt the Good and Evil; 
V hich. Title had you rather take, 
My Goddeſs, or my Devil? 
A H! Celia, that I were but ſure 


Thy Love, like mine, cou d ſtill endure 


That Time and Abſence, which deſtroy 
The Cares of Lovers, and their Joy, 
Cou'd never rob me of that Part 

Which you have given me of your Heart: 


Others unenvy d might poſſeſs f 
Whole Hearts, and boaſt that Happinefs : 


Twas nobler Fortune to divide 

The Roman Empire in her Pride, 

Than on ſome low and barb*rous Throne 
Obſcurely plac'd, to rule alone. 

Love only from thy Heart exacts 

The ſeveral Debts thy Face contracts, 
And by that new and juſter Way, 
Secures thy Empire and his Sway : 
Fav'ring but one, he might compel 


The hopeleſs Lover to rebel. 


But 


But 


(4) 
But ſhou'd he other Hearts thus ſhare, 
That in the whole fo — 


Shou d into ſeveral Squadrons dm 
That Strength, which kept e awe 3 
Men would his ſcatter'd 2 hn 


And cant ng Gam, thoſe Spell divide. 
S O N 8 53. 


AT! Chloe, thou Treaſure, thou Joy of my Breaſt, 


Since I parted from thee, I'm a Stranger to Reſt ; 
I fly to the Grove, there to languiſh and mourn, 
There figh for my Charmer, and long to return. 
The Fields all around me are ſmiling and gay, 
But they ſmile all in vain——my Chloe's away: 
The Field and the Grove can afford me no Eaſe —— 
But bring me my Chloe, a Deſart will pleaſe. 
No Virgin I ſee that my Boſom alarms, 


I'm cold to the faireſt, tho? glowing with Charms 3 
In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the Eye, 


Theſe are not the Looks of my Chloe, I cry. 


Theſe Looks where bright Love like che Sun ſits enbenn. d, 


And, ſmiling, diffuſes his Influence round; 


*Twas thus I firſt view'd thee, my Charmer, amaz'd, 
Thus gaz d thee with Wonder, and lov'd while 1822 d. 
Then, then the dear Fair - one was ſtill in my Sight, 

It was Pleaſure all Day, it was Rapture all Night: 
But, now by hard Fortune remov'd from my Fair, 

In ſecret to languiſh, a Prey to Deſpair, 

But Abſence and Torment abate not my Flame, 

My Chloe's till charming, my Paſſion the ſame ; 

O!] would ſhepreſerve me a Place in her Breaft, 

Then Abſence would pleaſe me, for I would be bleſt, 


s ON G 59. 


AH! Chloris, could I now but ſit 


As anconcern'd, as when 
Your infant Beauty could beget 
No Happineſs, nor Pain. | 
When I this Dawning did admire, 
And prais'd the coming Day, 
J little thought that riſing Fire 


| (42) 
Your Charms in harmleſs Childhood lay, 
As Metals in a Mine ; 
Age from no Face takes more away, 
But as your Charms inſenſibly 
To their Perfection preſt; 
So Love, as unperceiv'd did fly, 
And center'd in my Breaſt, 
My Paſſion with your Beauty grew, 
While Cupid at my Heart, 
Still as his Mother favour'd you, 
Threw a new flaming Dart. 
3 © MG: 60. 
H! Chloris, tis time to diſarm your bright Eyes, 
And lay by thoſe terrible Glances ; | 
We live in an Age that's more civil and wiſe, 
Than to follow the Rules of Romances. 
When once your round Bubbies begin but to pout, 
They'll allow you no long Time of Courting ; 
And you' I find it a very hard Taſk to hold out; 
For all Maidens are mortal at Fourteen, 


. 
A H ! How ſweet it is to love 
Ah! how gay is young Defire ! 
And what pleaſing Pains we prove, 
When firſt we feel a Lover's Fire; 
Pains of Love are ſweeter far 
'Than all other Pleaſures are. 
Sighs which are from Lovers blown, 
Do but gently heave the Heart: 
Ev'n the Tears they ſhed alone, 
Cure, like trickling Balm, their Smart, 
Lovers, when they loſe their Breath, 
Bleed away, an eaſy Death. 
Love and Time with Rev'rence uſe, 
Treat em like a parting Friend; 
Nor the golden Gifts refuſe, 
Which in Youth fincere they lend, 
For each Year their Price is more, 


And they leſs ſimple than before, Love, 
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For yonder approaching I ſee 


(43) 
Love, like Spring-Tides, full and high, 
Swells in ev'ry youthful Vein: 
But each Tide does leſs ſupply, 
Till they quite fhrink in again z 


If a Flow in Age appear, 


*Tis but Rain, and runs not clear. 
| | S O N G 62 
A H ! how ſweet to ſee her Eyes 
Rolling in their humid Fires, 
When the Nymph extended lies, 
Full of Love and warm Defires * 
Conſcious Red her Face o'er-ſpreading, 
And her heaving Boſom riſing; 
Milky Paths to Raptures leading, 
Murmuring Sighs her Joys difgutfing. 
Happy Lovers ogly know 
The Bliſs that from conſenting Lovers flow. 


Liften then to young Deſire, 


Nor with your Pride againſt your Bliſs conſpire, 
Defire, like a faithful Friend, 
Perſuades ſubſtantial Pleaſure ; 


like Chymick Boaſts your Pride will end 


In meer imagin'd Treaſure. 
Then ſure the Strife you'll ſoon decide 

(What can your Seruples move?) 
Betwixt the ſickly Glare of Pride, 

And gen rous Warmth of Love. 

S O N G 63 
M. AH! lovely Nymph, the World's on fire; 
Veil, veil thoſe cryel Eyes. 
W. The World may then in Flames expire, 
And boaſt that fo it dies, | 


M. But when all Mortals aredeſtroy'd, 
Who then ſhall ſing your Praiſe ? 
W. Thoſe who are fit to be employ d; 
The Gods ſhall Altars raiſe. 
| S O N G. 64. 
She. A H! Love, if a God thou wilt be, 
Do Juſtice in Favour of me; 


He. Fair Maid, by your Leave, 
My Heart does receive 
Strange Pleaſure to meet you here; 

Pray tremble not ſo, 

Nor offer to go, 
T'll do you no Harm, I fwear, 
F'll do you no Harm, I ſwear, 


She. My Mother is ſpinning at Home, 


My Father works hard at the Loom, 
And we are a milking come ; 
Their Dinner they want, 
Then pray ye, Sir, don't 
Make more ado on't, 
Nor give us Affront; 
We're none of the Town 
Will lie down for a Crown, | 
Then away, Sir, and give us Room. 
He. By Phœbus, by Jove, 
By Honour, by Love, 
Tul do thee, dear Sweet, no harm; 
Thou'rt freſh as a Roſe, 
T watit one of thole; 
Ah! how ſuch a Wife would charm ! 
Ah! how ſuch a Wife would charm ! 
She. And can you then like the old R 
Be conjugal, honeft and dull, 
And marry, and look like a Fool ? 
For I muſt be plain, 
All Tricks are in vain ; 
There's nothing can gaia 
What you would obtain, 


(45) 
He. I'll do't by this Hand, 
I've Houſes and Land, . 

Eftate too in good Free- huld; 
My Dear, let us join, | 
It all ſhall be thine, ö 

Beſides a good Purſe of Gold, 

Beſides a good Purſe of Gold. 


She. You make me now bluſh, I vow ; 


Ah me ! ſhall I baulk my Cow ? 


But fince the late Oath you have ſwore, 


Your Soul ſhall not be 
In Danger for me; 
I'll rather agree 
Of two to make three : 
We'll wed, and we'll bed, 
There's no more to be ſaid, 
And I'll ne'er go a milking more. 
S O N G 65. 
Jockey. A H! my fickle Jenny, 
While there was not any 
In all the North had Pow'r to win ye, 
But Jockey only to his Arms, 
Ne'er a Lad in all the Nation 
Was in ſo happy a Station 
As Jockey, when in the Poſſeſſion 
Of Jenny in her early Charms. 
Jenny, Had you ſtill addreſt me, 
As once you careſs'd me, 
None other Lad had e' er poſſeſs'd me, 
But thine alone I now had been ; 
Had I ever been in Vogue Wye, 


And had ye let none elſe collogue ye, 


Nor rambled after Katharine Ogie, 
I'd ſped as well as any Queen. 
Jockey. Maggy of Dumfermling 

Is now my only Darling, 

Who fings as ſweet as any Starling, 

And dances with a bonny Air 


| 
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| 
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is fo ki tender 
If Fate was ready now to end her, 
Con'd I but from the Stroke defend her, 


I'd die, if he would Maggy ſpare, 


WP Su | 
oſe Bagpipe ſo pleaſes, 10 
That my poor Heart ne er at Eaſe is, — 
But when we ate together baith; 
| I'd fo heartily befriend him, 
| If Fate was ready now to end him, 
Cou' d I but from the Stroke defend him, 
Ten Thouſand times I'd ſuffer Death. 
Jockey. Come, let's leave off this Fooling, 
My Heart ne er was cooling, 
None ever there but thee was ruling, 
But thus our Hearts we fondly try. 
Jenny. To thy Arms if I ſhou'd reſtore me, 
Shou' d all the Lairds 1'th* Land adore me, 
Nay, our good King himſelf ſue for me, 
With thee I'd ever live and die. 
S ON 8 66, 
A H Phillis ! why are you lefs tendre, 
** "To my deſpairmg Amour? 
Your Heart you have promis'd to rendre, 
Do not deny the Retour : 
My Paſſion I cannot defendre, 
No, ne, Torments encreaſe tous les ours. 


To forget your kind Slave is cruelle, 
Denn you expect my Devorr ? 
Since Phillis is grown infidelle, 
And wounds me at ev'ry Revoir ! 
| "hoſe Eyes which were once 


Now, now, are Fountains of black Beſeſpoir. 


I will no more defpiſe your Pow'r, 
| __ thus ſubmiſiively obey; 
et, by your Favour, "twas not your, 
But Celia's Victory to-day, 
For had the veil'd that charming Face, 
And you your keeneſt Darts had ſhot, 
Your's had been the juſt Diſgrace, | 
And Fd obtain'd the Viftar's Lot. 
Then not your Pow'r, but Chance admire, 
Who lent you Rays tincreaſe my Fire, 
And thus made you a Deity, 
A H fy ah turn ! ah ! whither would you ſe, 
Too charming, too relentleſs Maid | 
I follow not to conquer, but to die ; 
You of the fearful are afraid. 
In vain 1 call ; for ſfie like fleeting Air, 
When preſt by ſome tempeſtuous Wind, 
Flies ſwifter from the Voice of my Deſpaix, 
Nor caſts one pitying Look behind. 
S ON G 6g. 
H] ſtay ye wanton Gales, and lend. 
A friendly Moment to my Tale 3 
To the dear Nymph my Sorrows ſend, 
In tend”reſt Sighs that can prevail. 
In ſecret Murmurs, Oh ! convey 
What Love ſuggeſts in ſad Diftreſs, 
And let her know, that ev*ry way 
She flights the Swain ſhe ought to ble. 
Or, if the Winds refuſe to bear 
The Voice of Love to the dear Maid; 
Sore pitying God then lend an Ear, 
And guard my Heart from be'ng betray d. 


Pro- 


(48) 
Propitious Heav'n } direct my Steps 
To the bleſt Manſion where my Dear 
Each Day ſhe wakes, each Night ſhe ſleeps, 
With Pity may my Paſſion hear. | 
Within her down Arm embrac'd, 
I'd glut with Joys beyond compare; 
My Lips ſeal'd to her fragrant Breaſt, 
O'erflowing Bleſſings let me ſhare. 
Or ſhou'd the Deities refuſe 
Immediate Aid to my Requeſt, 
Her let me not for ever loſe, | 
But ſoon or late let me be bleſt. 


In pleafing Dreams, let tender Love 
Invade her Sleep, and let her know, 
O Cupid, and Almighty Jove ! 
How much for her I undergo. 
On her lov'd Boſom, Night and Day, 
Where [Interruption knows no Reſt ; 
There let me breathe my Soul away, 
And bid adiey to human Race. 


SQ BW © 7, 
A H! tell meno more 
Of the Duty or Vow, 
Of Change of Condition 
No one can allow ; 
I ſtill muſt importune, 
For all my loſt Fortune, 
Loſt, I know not how ; 
But fince ſuch ill Chances 
Have often been common, 
That Wealth or a Woman 
W' are fated to loſe ; 
"Tis fit we ourſelves, 
When Mankind doth abuſe, 
Shou'd make, as befits us, 
The beſt of bad Matters 
In Wedlock's Trepan, 
By taking Occaſion 
© Toeaſe our wrong' d Paſſion, 
As well as we can, 
2 


For 


(49) 
For ſhou'd I complain, | 
Twouꝰ d cauſe but in, 
Since courting of Faſhion 
Mankind will refrain; 
No more of Love's Paſſion, 
Since courting of Faſhion 
I'll ne'er love again. | 
They are all cruel and unkind, 
And more falſe than the Wind, 
I never more will mind | 
Any of their falſe Sex, 
Tho? never fo prefling 
On me for the Bleſſing; 
And all thoſe Enjoyments, 
And thoſe great Employments, 
Shall me no more vex. 
Tm free from Confuſion, 
And Mankind's Deluſion 
Shall me no more vex. 
S ON G 7. 
AH! the Shepherd's mournful Fate, 
When doom'd to love, and doom' d to languiſh, 
To bear the ſcornful Fair-one's Hate, 
Nor dare diſcloſe his Anguiſh. 
Yet eager Looks, and dying Sighs, 
My ſecret Soul diſcover, | 
While Rapture trembling through mine Eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her. 
The tender Glance, the red*ning Check, 
O'erſpread with rifing Bluſhes, 
A thouſand various Ways they ſpea 
A thouſand various Wiſhes. 
For oh! that Form fo 2 fair, 
Thoſe languid Eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling, 
That artleſs Bluſh, and modeſt Air, 
So fatally beguiling, 
Thy every Look, and every Grace, 
So charm, when- e er I view thee : 
T. ll Death o' er- take me in the Chace, 
Still will my Hopes purſue thee, 


6500 
Be this laſt Bleſſing given, 
Low at thy Feet to breathe my laſt, 
And die in fight of Heaven. 
1 S ON G 72. 
A H! whither, whither ſhall I fly, 
A poor unhappy Maid ? | 
To hopeleſs Love and Miſery 
By my own Heart betray'd : 
Not by Alexis Eyes undone, | 
Nor by his charming faithleſs Tongue, 
Or any pra&tis'd Art: 
Such real Ills may hope a Cure; 
But the fad Pains which I endure, 
Proceed from ' fancy'd Smart. 
"Twas Fancy gave Alexis Charms, 
Ere I beheld his Face: 
Kind Fancy then could fold our Arms, 
And form a ſoft Embrace: | 
But fince I've ſeen the real Swain, 
And try'd to fancy him again, 
I'm by my Fancy taught, 
Tho? *tis a Bliſs no Tongue can tell, 
To have Alexis, yet tis Hell 
To have him but in Thought. 
A HI why thoſe Tears in Nelly's Eyes? 
To hear thy tender Sighs and Cries, 
The Gods ſtand liſt ning from the Skies, 
Pleas'd with thy Piety. 


And of one dying take a Care, 

Who views thee as an Angel fair, 
Or ſome Divinity. 

O be leſs graceful, or more kind, 

And cool this Fever of my Mind, 

Caus'd by the Boy ſevere and blind; 

| _ Wounded I gh for thee; 


To mourn the Dead, dear Nymph, forbear, 
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( 51 ) 
While hardly dare 1 1 2 to riſe 
To ſuch a Height by Hymen's Ties, 
To lay me down where Helen lies, 
| And with thy Charms be free, 
Then muſt I hide my Love, and die, 
When ſuch a ſovereign Cure is by ? 
No; ſhe can love, and Ill go try, 
Whate'er my Fate may be, 
Which ſoon I'll read in her bright Eyes, 
With thoſe dear Agents I'll adviſe, 
They tell the Truth when Tongues tell Lies, 
The leaſt believ'd by me. 


S O N G 74. 


H! woes me, poor Willy ery d, 
See how I'm waſted to a ſpan ? 
My heart I loſt, when firſt I ſpy'd | 
The charming, lovely milk-maid Nan, 
I'm grown ſo weak, a gentle breeze 
Of duſky Roger's winnowing fan 
Would blow me o'er yon beachy trees, 
And all for thee, my ſmirky Nan. 
The ale-wife miſſes me of late, 
I us'd to take a hearty can; 
But I can neither drink nor eat, 
Unleſs tis brew d and dak a by Nan. 
The baker makes the beſt of bread, 
The flower he takes, and leaves the bran; 
The bran is every other maid, 
Compar d with thee, my ſmirky Nan. 
But Dick of th' green, that naſty lown, 
Laſt Sunday to my miſtreſs ran, 
He ſnatch'd a kiſs : I knock'd him down, 
Which hugely pleas'd my ſmirky Nan. 
But hark ! the roazing ſoger comes, 
And rattles Tantara Taran, 
She leaves her cows for noiſy drums, 
Woes me, I've loſt my ſmirky Nan! 
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Ah ! tell me, is not this call'd Love ? 


Ah me ! what Powers can move me ſo ? 
I die with Grief when ſhe muſt go; 
But I revive at her Return; 

I ſmile, I freeze, I pant, I buen: 
Tranſports ſo ſweet, ſo firong, fo new, 
Say, can they be to Friendſhip due ? 


Ah no ! tis Love, tis now too 


I feel, I feel the pleafing Pain : 
For who e er faw bright Sylvia's Eyes, 


But wiſh's, and long d, and was her Prize ? 
Gods, if the trueſt muſt be bleſt, 


O let her be by me poſſeſt. 
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Al how artlefs a Lover, 


How baſhful and filly you grow ! 
In my Eyes can you never diſcover, 
I mean Yes, when I often ſay No. 
When you pine and you whine out your Paſſion, 
And only entreat for a Kiſs ; 
To be coy and deny is the Faſhion, 
Alexis ſhou d raviſh the Blifs, 
In Love, as in War, tis but Reaſon 
To make ſome Defence for the Ton; 
To ſurrender without it were Treaſon, 
Before that the Out-works were won. 


If I frown, tis my Bluſhes to cover, 
Tia for Honour and Modeſty Sake; 
He is but a pitiful Lover, | 
Who is foil'd by a fingle Attacle, 
But when we by Force are o'erpower'd, 
The beſt and the braveſt muſt yield; 
I am not to be won by a Coward, 


Who hardly dares enter the Field, SONG 
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S O N 8 77. 
A Lis ſhun'd his fellow Swains, 5 
Their rural Sports and jocund Strains; 

Heav'n guard us all from Cupid's Bow ! 
He loſt his Crook, he left his Flocke, 
And wand" ring thro” the lonely Rocks, 

He nouriſh'd endleſs Woe. | 


The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came, 
His Grief ſome pity, others blame; 
The fatal Cauſe all kindly ſeek; 
He mingl'd his Concern with theirs, 
He gave them back their friendly Tears, 
Fe ſigh'd, but could not ſpeak. 


Clarinda came among the reſt, 
And ſhe too kind Concern expreſt, | 
And aſk'd the Reaſon of his Woe ; 
She aſk'd, but with an Air and Mein, 
That made it eafily foreſeen, 
She fear'd too much to know, 


The Shepherd rais'd his mournful Head, 
And will you pardon me, he faid, 

While I the cruel Truth reveal ; 
Which nothing from my Breaft ſhou'd tear, 
Which never ſhould offend your Ear, 

But that you bid me tell ? 


*Tis thus I rove, *tis thus complain, 

Since you appear d upon the Plain, 

Lou are the Cauſe of all my Care; 

Your Eyes ten Thouſand Dangers dart, 

Ten thouſand Torments vex my Heart, 
I love, and I deſpair ! 


Too much, Alexis, I have heard, 
*Tis what I thought, *tis what I fear'd, 
And yet I pardon you, ſhe cry'd ; 
But you ſhall promiſe ne er again 
To breathe your Vows, or ſpeak your Pain; 
He bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd, 
| F3 , SONG 
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ALL Attendance apart, 
I examin'd my Heart 

Laſt Night, when I laid me to reft ; 

And methinks Im inclin'd | 
To a Change of my Mind, 

Fer you know fecend Thoughts zee the del, 
To retire from the 
And make ourſelves good, 

By avoiding ev'ry Temptation, 

Is, in truth, to reveal 
What we'd better conceal, 

That our Paſſions want ſome Regulation. 
It will much more redound 
To our Praiſe, to be found 

In a World ſo abounding with Evil, 
Unſpotted and pure, | 
Tho' not ſo demure, 
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So, bidding farewel 


ener n ok 


Tf 


d 
111 
1 
i, 


And do Penance in ſhape of a Wife. 
S ON G 99. 


A LL the Flatt*ries of Fate, 
And the Pleaſures of State, 

Are nothing ſo ſweet as what Love does create ; 
If this you deny, | 
"Tis time I ſhould die, 

Kind Death's a Reprieve, gow even ts kate. 


In ſome cloſe ſhady Grove 

Will I wander and rove 

Ii With the Nightingale and diſconſolate Dove, 
With down-hangiog Wing, 

| J will mournfully ſing 
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With our Plaints we'll confpire 

To heighten Love's Fire, ek 
Still vanquiſhing Life, till at length we'll expire; 

And when I am dead, 

In a cold leafy Bed, | 
Be interr'd with the Dirge of a deſolate Quire, 

S O N G % 
ALL in the Downs the Fleet was moor'd, 
The Streamers waving in the Wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
O where ſhall I my true Love find ! 
Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among the Crew 
William, who high upon the Yard, 

Rock'd with the Billows to and fro, 

Scon as her well-known Voice he heard, 

He figh'd, and caſt his Eyes below: : 
The Cord flies ſwiftly thro* his glowing Hands, 
And quick as Lightning on the Deck ke ſtands. 
So the ſweet Lark, high-poig'd in Air, 

Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaft, 

(If chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he hear) 

And drops at once into her Neſt : | 
The nobleſt Captain in the Britiſh Fleet 
Might envy William's Lips thoſe Kiſſes ſweet, 


O Suſan, Sufan, lovely Dear 
My Vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling Tear, 
We only part to meet again; 
Change as ye liſt, ye Winds, my Heart ſhall be 
The faithful Compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 


Believe not what the Landmen ſay, 


Who tempt with Doubts thy conſtant Mind ; 
They'll tell thee, Sailors, when away, | 
In ev'ry Port a Miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them, when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſce'er I go. | 
” þ 4 | 
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If to fair India's 92 =. 1151 | 
Thine Eyes are in Di” ight 3 
Breath is Afric's ſpicy Gale, g 
| y Skin is Ivory ſo white : 

Thus ev'ry beauteous Object that I view 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charm of lovely Sue. 


Tho' Battle calls me from thy Arms, 

Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 

Tho' Cannons roar, yet fafe from Harms 
William ſhall to his Dear return. 

Love turns aſide the Balls that round me fly, 

Left precious Tears ſhould fall from Suſan's Eye. 


'The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 
The fails their ſwelling Boſoms ſpread ; 
No longer muſt ſhe tay on board : | 
They kiſs'd, ſhe figh'd, he hung his Head, 
Her lefſs*ning Boat unwilling rows to Land, 
Adieu, the cry'd, and wav'd her Lily Hand. 
| SON G 8r. 
A L L my paſt Life is mine no more, 
The flying Hours are gone, 
Like tranfitory Dreams giv'n o'er, 
Whoſe Images are kept in Store, 
By Memory alone. 
Whatever is to come is not, 
How can it then be mine? 
The preſent Moment's all my Lot, 
And that as faſt as it is got, 
Phillis, is only thine, 


Then tall not of Inconſtancy, 

Falſe Hearts and broken Vows : 

If Thy Miracle can be 

This long-liv'd Minute true to thee, 
It's all that Heav'n allows, 
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A LL the Materials are the ſame, 


fn tr Women's — 
a fair Woman's tame, 

No Brightneſs is without a Flame, 

No Flame without a Fire : 

Then tell me what thoſe Creatures are, | 
Who wou' d be thought both chaſte and fair. 
If on her Neck her Hair be ſpread, 

With many a curious Ring ; 

That Heat which ſerves to cur! her Head, 
Will make her mad to be a-bed, 

And do another Thing, 

Then tell me, &c. 
If Modeſty itſelf appears 

With Bluſhes in her Face; 
Thiak you the Blood thatdances there, 
Canrevel it no other where, 

Or warm no other Place ? 
Then tell me, &c. 


Afe but of her Philoſophy, 
What gives her Lips the Balm, 
What makes her Breaſt to heave ſo high, 
What Spir'ts give Motion to her Eye, 
And Moiſture to her Palm? 

Then tell me, &c. 
Then, Celia, be not coy, for that 
Betrays thyſelf and thee : 
There's not a Beauty nor a 
Bedecks thy Body or thy Face, 


| But plead within for me 


Then tell me what thoſe Women are, 
Who wou'd be thought both chaſte and fair ? 
SON G 33. 
A L L the World's in Strife and Hurry 
And the Lord knows when "twill ceaſe ; 
Some for Intereſt, ſome for Glory, 
Tho' their Tongues run all of Peace : 
Since the High-Church then and Low 
Make our daily Miſchiefs grow, 


Ez 

And the Great, who fit at the Helm in doubt, 
Are not ſure, how quickly they may turn out; 
How bleſs'd is the | happy he, 


For Love and no ill Ends, 
Treats his Neighbours and his Friends ? 
He ſhall ever, in the Book of Fame, 
Fix with Honour. a glorious Name. 
He that was the High Purſe-bearer, 
At his Levy no Crowds you ſee ; 
He that was the Grand Cauſe-hearer, 
Now no longer makes Decree : 
Nay, to prove her wavering Evil, 
And that Fortune is the Devil, 
The Hero leading our Arms abroad, 
Whom they late did celebrate like a God, 
Scarce has any to drink his Health, 
If a Friend does not kindly put it round V Stealth ? 
A Whig is out o' Grace, 
And a Tory in-his Flace : 
Riddles all, and ſomething is amiſs. 
What a whimſical World is this! 
S ON G 84. 

LL Thoughts of Freedom are too late ; 
Not any new fair Lady's Art, 
Nor both the India's Wealth, nor Fate 
Itſelf, can diſengage my Heart. 
Not, which kind Heay'n forbid ! your Hate, 

And that which follows, proud — 
My Paſſion could at all abate, | 
But only make it laſt with Pain. 


Thus all my Quiet does depend 
On hopes t? obtain a Smile from you; 
That ſo my Love, that knows no End, 
May laſt with equal Pleaſure too. 
S O N G 38. 


Pity the Fate of young Lawſon and Clark ; 
| Cheated with Hope, by Mercy amus'd, 
* by the ſinful Ways we have us d 3 


Who from Town, and the Faction that is there, is free; 


A L L you that muſt needs take a Leap in the Dak, 
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e Dark, 


| Who can but weep at ſo ſad a Truth? 


Could we with our Callings have been content; 


Can add to Liſę one Moment 5 Length. 


1 

Cropt in our Prime of Strength and Youth ; 

Once we thought *twould never be Night; 
But now, alas! twill never be Light. | 
Heay*nly Mercy ſhine on our Souls, - 
Death it draws near, hark, St *Pulchre's Bell tolls! 
Nature is ſtronger in Youth than in Age, 
Grant us thy Spirit, Lord, Grief to aſſuage. 

Courſes of Evil have brought us to this, 


Sinful Pleaſure, deceitful Bliſs ; | 
We ne'er ſhould have Cauis ſo much to repent, 


The Snares of Wine and Women fair, 
Firſt were the Cauſe we now deſpair. 


You that now view our fatal End, 
Warn'd by our Caſe, your Carriage mend; 
Soon or late grim Death will come ; 
Who'd not prepare for fo certain a Doom ? 
Span long Life, with lifeleſs Joys, 

What's in this World but Care and Noiſe ? 

Youth, tho' bleſt by being ſo, 

As vaſt thy Joy, ſo great thy Woe ; 

Ev'ry Sin that gives Delight, 

Will in the End thy Soul affright: 

*Tis not thy Youth, thy Wealth, thy ssb, 


God is as merciful as juſt; 
Cleanſe cur Hearts, fince die we muſt; 
Sweet Temptations of Worldly Joy 
Make for our Grief,, and Peace 
Think then, when Man his Race 4 run, 
Death is the Prize which he has won. 


Sure there are none ſo abſurd and odd, 
To think, with the Fool there is no God? 
What is' t we fear, when Death we meet, 
Were it not to account at the Judgment-Seat ? 
That Providence, we find Hour, 
Proves him a ſupernat*ral Pow r: 
In Mercy open thy bright Abode, 1 
Receive out Souls, tremendous God! SONG 
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With Rubies paſt the telling; 
*T will clear the Skin, before you ve been 


A Month at Bally Spelling. 

If Lady's Cheek be green as Leek, 
When ſhe comes from her Dwelling ; 

The kindling Roſe within it glows, - 
When ſhe's at Bally Spelling. 

The ſooty Brown, who comes to Town, 
Grows here as fair as Helen, 

Then back ſhe goes, to kill the Beaux, 
By Dint of Bally Spelling. 

Our Ladies are as freſh and fair, 
As Roſe or bright Dunkelling; 

And Mars might make a fair Miſtake, 
Were he at Bally opelling, 


We Men fubmit as they think fit, 
And here is no rebelling ; 

The Reaſon's plain, the Ladies reign, 
They're Queens at Bally Spelling. 

By matchleſs Charms, unconquer'd Arms, 
They have the Gift of quelling ; 

Such defp'rate Foes as dare oppoſe 
Their Pow'r at Bally Spelling. 

Cold Water turns to Fire and burns, 
I know, becauſe 1 fell in 

A Stream that came from one bright Dame, 
Who drank at Bally Spelling. 

Fine Beaux advance, equipt for Dance, 
And bring their Ann os Nell in 

With ſo much Grace, I'm ſure no Place 

Can vye with Bally Spelling. 

No Politicks, no ſubtle Tricks, 

No Maa his Country felling : 
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We eat, we drink, we never thinle . 


Of theſe at - Bally Spelling, 


The troubled Mind, the puft with Wind, 
Do all come here pell-mell in; 

And they are ſure to work their Cure, 
By Drinking Bally Spelling. 

If Dropſy fills you to the Gills 
From Chin ro Toe tho” ſwelling 

Pour in, pour out, you cannot doubt, 
A Cure at Bally Spelling. 

Death throws no Darts thro all theſe Parts, 
No Sexton's here a Knelling : 

Came judge and try, you'll never die, 
And live at Bally Spelling. 

Except you feel Darts tipt with Steel, 
Which here are every Belle in, 

When from their Eyes ſweet Ruin flies, 
We die at Bally Spelling. 


Good Cheer, ſweet Air, much Joy, no Care, 
Tour Sight, your Taſte, your Smelling, 
Your Ears, your Touch, tranſporteth much, 
Each Day at Bally Spelling. 
Within this Ground we all ſleep ſound, 
No noiſy Dogs a yelling ; 
Except you wake, for Celia's ſake, 
All Night at Bally Spelling. 
Here all you ſee, both he and the, 
No Lady keeps her Cell in: 
But all partake the Mirth we _— 
Who drink at Bally Spelling. 
My Rhymes are gone, I think I've none, 
Unleſs I ſhould bring Hell in; 
But ſince I'm here, to Heav'n fo near, 
I can't at Bally Spelling. 
$ O N G 87. 
A n s Face, her Shape, her Air, 
With Charms refiſtleſs wound the He irt; 
In vain you for Defence prepare, 
When frony her Eyes Love throws bis Dart 
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So ſtrong, fo ſwift the Arrow flies, 


'The bold Oppoſer quickly dies ! 
The Fugitive it overtakes ! 


Nor Stratagem, nor Force avails, 


One Look o'er all yaur Arts 
There's no Way ſafe but not to ſee ! 


For ſuch the Magic of her Arms, 

And wounding ſhe does fo allure ; 
The Unexperienc'd court their Harms; 
The Wounded never wiſh a Cure. 
| S$S O N G 38. 
A LONE, by a Fountain, 

I preſs the cold Ground, 
Eeſt the Rock and the Mountain 
My Grief ſhould reſound. 


For the Man that's ſo dear, 
Pl ne'er diſcover, 
Left the Echo ſhould hear, 
And repeat to my Lover. 
The Pains that invade me 
I neverwill tell, 
Leſt the World ſhould upbraid me 
With loving too well. 


If my Truth cannot move, 

No Fondneſs I'll ſhow; 

»Tis enough that I love, 

And too much he ſhould know. 
| S O N G 39. 

A Ltho* Ibe but a Country Laſs, 

Yet a lofty Mind I bear—QO, 

And think myfelf as good as thoſe 

That rich Apparel wear 0, 

Altho' my Gown be hame-ſpun gray, 

My Skin it is as ſaft -O, 

As them that Satin Weeds do wear, 

And carry their Heads aloftt—O, 


— 


Such ſure Deſtruction flying makes; 


No feign'd Submiſſion ſets you free 3 
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What tho? I keep my Father's Sheep? 

The Thing that muſt bedone—O, 
With Garlands of the fineſt Flowers, 

To ſhade me frae the Sun—O. 
When they are feeding pleaſantly, 

Where Graſs and Flow'rs do ſpring—QO, 
Then on a flowry Bank at Noon, 

I ſet me down and fing—O. 


My Paiſly Peggy, cork'd with Sage, 


Contains my Dink but thin—O : 
No Wines do e er my Brain enrage, 
Or tempt my Mind to fin—O. 
My Country Curds, and wooden Spoon, 
I think them unco fine—O, 
And on a flowry Bank at Noon, 


Il I ſet me downand dine—O, 


Altho* my Parents cannot raiſe 
Great Bags of ſhining Gold—O, 


Like them whaſe Daughters, now a Days, 


Like Swine are bought and fold—O ; 
Yet my fair Body it ſhall keep 
An honeſt Heart within—O, 
And for twice fifty thouſand Crowns, 
I value not a Pin —0. 
I uſe nae Gums upon my Hair, 
Nor Chains about my Neck—O, 
Nor ſhining Rings upon my Hands, 
My Fingers ſtraight to deck — O? 
But for that Lad to me ſhall fa“, 
And I have Grace to wed—Q, 


III keep a Jewel worth them a, 


I mean my Maidenhead—O. 


O canny Fortune, give to me 
The Man I dearly love—O : 
Tho? we want Gear, I dinna care, 


Deſcending from above O, 
Then we'll embrace and ſweetly kiſs, 
5 Tales of ne 7 
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S © N G 90. 
A Mbition never me ſeduc'd, 
To ſoar on Fortune painted Winz; 

Far humbler Moti ves ſtrong indue d, 

To haunt unvex'd, the Muſes Spring. 
Some rural Cott, where Angel Peace 

Mild o'er the Soul her Influence ſheds : 
Where Pleaſures flow with gay Increaſe, 

And ſport at Eaſe on Roſy Beds. 
Where Silvan Scenes the Fancy raiſe, 

Exalt the Soul, improve the Lay; 
Where fanning Zepbyrs ſooth the Blaze 

Of Summer's fiercely-darting Day. 
The dimpled Stream, the winding Shade, 

The Lawn in * ing Verdure dreſs'd, 
Th' inſpiring Hill, the tufted Glade; 

Soft Thames hw” pleaſing Thoughts ſuggeſt. 
Then rais'd to Extaſy, I'd hail | 

The ruled acer | ral Powers, 
Invite, if artleſs 

Gay Wood-nymphs from their Jes mine Bowers. 
Rich in myſelf, Ta frown on Gold, 

And far the treacherous Geugaw throw ; 
With Pity's melting Eye behold | 

The idly-buſtling Crowd below, 
Ah me ! how in romantic Seats 

Does my deluded Fancy firay ! 
Too tranſient, viſionary Sweets, 

That ſudden Gleam, that fades away. 


"Thus ſportive to the Mind, in Sleep, 
Caſcades, Rocks, Coaches, Guineas rife 3 

Break but the Charm, the glitt'ring Heap, 
And all the wild Creation dies. 

| S O N G 91. 

A Melia wiſhes, when ſhe dies, 

Her deareft Lord may clofe her Eyes, 

And Heaven may open his ; 

Then will he wiſh, but all in vain, 

To have her render'd'back again , 
From Realms of endleſs Bliſs» 
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S ON G 92 
Mintor, once the happy ſt Swain, 
His Flocks attended on the Plain 
No racking Thoughts diſturb'd his Breaſt, 
Till Love deny'd the Shepherd Reſt : 
Till Fate, to wound him, did prepare 
A fatal, lovely, cruel Fair, : 
The Nymph by all the Gods deſign'd 
To ruin, yet to rule Mankind. 

His Flocks no Pleaſure now can yield, 
But ftray unheeded o'er the Field ; 

Celia alone can give him Eaſe, 

"Tis ſhe alone that pain'd, can pleaſe. 
The trembling Shepherd, in Deſpair, 
Cloſe as he durft, approach'd the Fair, 
Then preſt her Hand, and fondly tries 
To read his Sentence in her Eyes. 

Ah! cruel Nymph ; Alas! he cries, 
To light the Swain that for you dies. 
Ah, fimple Swain | the Nymph returns, 
To love One who your Paſſion ſcoras. 
Confirm'd too plain in all his Fears, 
Confuſion in his Face appears; 

And hopeleſs now, Relief to find, 
He thus addreſe' d the dear Unkind : 


Yet let my laſt Requeſt ſucceed, 
Defer no more the Death decreed, 
The Death that muſt releaſe the Swain 
From fruitleſs Hope, and endleſs Pain, 
Tho” in your Frowns I ſee my Fate, 
Tho? you undo me with your Hate. 
Whilſt thus I gaze, Life cannot go 
Oh fly ! and ſtrike the fatal Blow. 
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A Mong the pure Ones all, 
Who Conſcience do profeſs; 

And in that Sort of Conſcichce 
Do practice nothing leſs : 
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T mean the Sect of thoſe Elect, 


That loath to hive by Ment, 


That lead their Lives with other Mens Wives, 
According unto«the Spirit. 


One met with a holy Siſter of ours, 


A Saint who dearly lov'd him, 
And fain he would have kiſs'd her, 
Recauſe the Spirit mov d him: 
But ſhe deny d, and he reply'd, 
You're damn d unleſs you do it; 
Therefore conſent, do nat repent, 
For the Spirit doth move me to it. 


She, not willing to offend, 


Vielded unto his Motion; 
And what theſe two did intend, 
Was out of pure Devotion. 


Tao lie with a Friend and a Brother, 


She thought ſhe ſhould die no Sinner 3 
But ere five Months were paſt and gone, 
The Spirit was quick within her. 


But what will the Wicked ſay, 
When they ſhall hear this Rumour ; 
They'll laugh at us ev'ry Day, 
And ſcoff us in ev'ry Corner: 
Let 'em do ſo ill, if that they will, 
We mean not to follow their Faſhion ; 
They're none of our Sect, nor of the Ele, 
Nor none of our Congregation. 


But when the Time was come, 
That ſhe was to be laid, 

It was no very great Crime, 
Committed by her, they faid ; 

Cauſe they did know; and ſhe did fhew, 
Twas done by a Friend and a Brother; 


But a very great Sin, they ſaid, it had been, 


If it had been done by another. 
S ON G 
A Mongſt the Willows and the Graſs, 
Where Nymphs and Shepherds lie, 
Willy courted bonny Beſs, 
" Nell ſtood liſt ning by + 1 
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= Months before we marry, 

No, no, fie no, never, never tell me fo, 
For aM aid III live and die, 

Says Nell, So ſhall not I. 
Says Nell, &c. 

Long time betwixt Hope and Deſpair, 
And Kiſſes mixt between, 

He with a Song did charm her Ear, 
Thinking ſhe chang'd had been ; 

Says Will, I want a Bleſſing, 

| Subſtantialler than Kiſſing. 

No, no, ſie no, never never tell me ſo, 
For I'll never change my Mind; 

Says Nell, She Il prove more Kind, 

Says Nell, &e. 

Smart Pain the tender Virgin finds, 

Altho' by Nature taught, 

When ſhe at firſt to Man inclines: 

oth Nell, Ill venture that. 

Oh ! who wou'd loſe a Treaſure, 

For ſuch a puny Pleaſure ? 

Not I, not I, no, a Maid I'll live and de, 
And to my Vo prove true: 

Quoth Nell, The more Fool you, &c. 

Unto my Cloſet I'll repair, | 
And read in godly Books, 

Forget vain Love, and worldly Care, 
Quoth Nell, That likely looks ! 

You Men are all perfidious, 

But Iwill be py _ 

Try all, fly all, and while I breathe, 
Your fon — dey all 
Says Nell, — Nes ſhe lies, 

Says Nell, 
M he Mille 2 1 6 
oret, t ay, 

A Fram' d of many nameleſs Stars ! 

The ſmooth Stream, where none can ſay, 
He this Drop to that prefers ! ! 


Amoret, 


i ( 68 ) 
' Amoret, my lovely Foe! 


Tell me where thy Strength does lie ? | 
Where the Pow'r that Charms us ſo ? = A 
In thy Soul, or in thy Eye ? | Givi 
By that ſnowy Neck alone ; | | O 
Or thy Grace in Motion ſeen ; ** 
No ſuch Wonders cou d be done: A 
Yet thy Waiſt is ſtrait, and clean, „„ 
As Cupid's Shaft ; or Hermes Rod; A 
And pow'rful too, as either God. 
| $0 A 


| A MYNTAS, that true-hearted Swain, | 
Upon a River Bank was laid, 


Where to the pitying Streams he did complain | For 
Of Sylvia, that falſe charming Maid, * 

But ſhe was till regardleſs of his Pain. 

Oh! faithleſs Sylvia, would he cry, 3 To f 

And what he ſaid, the Echoes would reply. * 


Be kind, or elſe I die, elſe I die, 
Be kind, or elſe I die, elſe I die. And 
A Show'r of Tears his Eyes let fall, | 

Which in the River made Impreſs ; 

Then figh'd, and Sylvia falſe again would call, 
| Ah! cruel, faithle Shepherdeſs | | "O08 
Is Love with you become a Criminal ? 
Ah! lay aſide this needleſs Scorn, 
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Allow your poor Adorer ſome Return, For! 

Conſider how I burn, elſe I burn, 

Confider, &c. 

Some Smiles and Kiſſes which you give, 8 We 1 
Remember, Sylvia, are my Due; 

And all the Joys my Rival does receive, And 


He raviſhes from me, not you. 
Ah! Sylvia, can I live, and this believe? 
Inſenſibles are touch'd to ſee | 
| My Languiſhments, and ſeem to pity me, That 
| Which I demand of thee, elſe of thee, ; 
; Which I demand, &c. 


SON 8 98. 
A NPllawa to bonny Tweed fide, 
And ſee my deary come throw, 
And he ſall be mine, 
| Git ſae he incline, 
For J hate to lead apes below. 
While and fair, 
Tu it my care, 
To ſecure my fell in a jo; | 
I'm no fic a fool 
To let my blood cool, 
And ſyne gae leads apes below, 


And doubt not to gain, 
For I hate to lead apes below. 
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| "Tis carried by votes, 
| Come kilt up ye'r coats, 
And let us to Edinburgh go, 
| Where ſhe that's bonny 
May catch a Johny, 
And never lead apes below. 
S O N G 9g, 
ANPDTIU o'er the Moor to Maggie, | 
Her Wit and Sweetneſs call me, A 
Then to my Fair I'll ſhew my Mind, 
Whatever may befall me. Kate 
If ſhe love Mirth I'll learn to ſing, D 
Or likes the Nine to follow, To 
I'Il lay my Lugs in Pindus' Spring, | All: 
If ſhe admire a martial Mind, A1 
P!] ſheathe my Limbs in Armour; Beck 
If to the ſofter Dance inclin'd, Ar 
With gayeſt Airs I'll charm her: Meg 
If ſhe love Gradeur Day and Night, And | 
= | - Pl plot my Nation's Glory, Then 
[| Find Favour in my Prince's Sight, | W 
. And ſhine in future Story. | Theis 
| Beauty can Wonders work with Eaſe, Th 
(| Where Wit is correſponding | Their 
| And braveſt Men know beſt to pleaſe, While 
| With Complaiſance abounding. - Andre 
My bonny Maggie's Love can turn Sim 
Me to what ſhape ſhe pleaſes, | The T 
| If in her Breaft that Flame ſhall burn, As | 
2 Which in my Boſom blazes. Kate l. 
1 „ n. Nerd 
f At no 
| A N Din each Tract of Glory fince, Such 
For their lov'd Country or their Prince, From ti 
| | Princes that hate, that hate Rome's Tyranny, But 


And join the Nations Right with their own — For had 


None 


(71) 
None were more ready, 
None were more ready, 

In Diſtreſs to fave ; 

No none were more loyal, 
No none were more loyal, 
No none were more loyal, 

None more brave. 
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Non zw and Maudlin, Rebecca and Will, 
Margaret and Thomas, and Jockey and Mary; 


Kate o' th Kitchen, and Kit of the Mill. 


Dick the Plow- man, and Joan of the Dairy, 


To ſolace their Lives, and to ſweeten their Labour, 


All met on a Time with a Pipe and a Tabor. 


Andrew was cloathed in Shepherd's Grey ; 
And Will had put on his Holiday Jacket; 
Beck had a Coat of Popin-jay, | 
And Madge had a Ribbon hung down to her Placket; 
Meg and Moll in Frizz, Tom and Jockey in Leather, 
And ſo they began all to Foot it together. 
Their Heads and their Arms about them they flung, 
With all the Might and Force they had ; 
Their Legs went like Flails, and as looſely hung, 
They cudgell'd their Arſes as if they were mad; 
Their Faces did ſhine, and their Fires did kindle ; 
While the Maids they did trip and turn like a Spindle, 
Andrew chuck d Maudlin under the Chin, 
Simper ſhe did like a Furmety-Kettle ; 
The Twang of whoſe Blubber-Lips made ſuch a Din, 
As if her Chaps had been made of Bell-metal : 
Kate laugh'd heartily at the ſame Smack, 
And loud ſhe did anſwer it with a Bum- crack. 
At no Whitſon-Ale there e er yet had been 
Such Frayſters and Friſkers as theſe Lads and Laſſes; 
From their Faces the Sweat ran down to be ſeen, | 
But ſure I am, much more from their Arſes; 
For had you but ſeen't, you then would have ſworn, 
You never beheld the like fince you were born, 
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Here they did fling, and their they did hoiſt; 
Here a hot Breath, and their went a Savour ; 
Here they did glance, and there they did gloiſt ; 
Here they did fimper, and there they did flaver : 
Here was a Hand, and there was a Plackec, 
Whilſt, hey! their Sleeves went flicket-a-flacket. 
The Dance being ended, they ſweat and they ftunk, 
The Maidens did ſmirk it, the Youngfters did kiſs *em ; 


Cakes and Ale flew about, they clapp'd Hands and drunk, 


They laugh'd and gigg!'d until they bepiſt em; 


They laid the Girls down, and gave each a green Mantle, 


While their Breaſts and their Bellies went pintle- a - pantle. 
| S ON G 102. | 
A N elderly Lady, whoſe bulky ſquat Figure, 
By Hoop and white Damaſk, was render'd much 
bi 


5 gger, | . 
Without Hood, and bare-neck'd, to the Park did repair, 


To ſhew her new Clothes, and to take the freſh Air. 

Her Shape, her Attire, rais'd a Shout and loud Laughter : 

Away waddles Madam, the Mob hurries after. 

Quoth a Wag then, obſerving the noiſy Crowd follow, 

As ſhe came with a Hoop, ſhe is gone with a Hallow. 

| 5 S O N G 103. 

A N old Baboon, of rueful Mien, 
Having long time a Courtier been, 

And many Revolutions ſeen, 


x 3 0 XC we: 
N Nother Year is roll'd away, * 


* So, in the Month of June, the Roſe, 

\ . Brighteſt of all the Gardens ſhows ; 
_ The Flow*rs around, in vain, compare 3 
wary | It blooms, like thee, ſupreamly fair. 
_—_ And long may all thy Beauties laſt, 
antle, Preſerv'd from ev*ry nipping Blaſt ! 


antle. Andlong may gracious Heaven ſhed 
9 Its choiceſt Bleſſings on thy Head. 
| Miranda, may ſt thou never know 
Tormenting Care, nor weeping Woe ; 
much | But may each ſmiling Hour preſent 
: Calm Happineſs, and rich Content. 
repair, A Length of Years, from Youth to Age, 
| Exempt from fickle Fortnne's Rage, 
In Health and Pleaſure may ſt thou paſs, 
1 Till Time preſents the finiſh'd Glaſs, 
| follow, S O N G 10g. 
| 7 A NCIEN T Phillis has young graces, 
*T'is a ſtrange thing, but a true one 5 
Shall T tell you how ? | 
She herſelf makes her own faces, 
And each morning wears a new one; 
Where's the wonder now ? 
| 8 O N G 106. 
A Pollo once finding fair Daphne alone, 
Diſcover d his Flame in a paſſionate Tone; 
He told her, and bound it with many a Curſe: 
He was ready to take her for bettet for worſe: 
Then talk'd of the Smart, 
And the Hole in his Heart, | 
So large, one might drive thro the Paſſage a Cart. 
But the ſilly coy Maid, to the God's great Amazement, 
Sprung away from his Arms, and leapt thro? the Caſement, 
He following, cry'd out, my Life, and my Dear, 
Retumn to your Lover, W by your Fear; 
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(-74 ): 
You think me, perhaps, ſome Scoundrel, or 
Alas ! ! I've no witked Defign on your Ferſon; - 
I'm a God by my Trade, 
| Young, plump, and well made ; 
Then let me careſs thee, and be not afraid. 
But ſtill ſhe kept running, and flew like the Wind, 
While the poor purfy God came panting behind. 
I'm the Chief of Phyficians, and none of the College 
Muſt be mention d with me, for Experience and Know- 
ledge: 5 
Each Herb, Flow'r, and Plant, by its Name I can call, 
And do more than the beſt Seventh- Son of them all. 
With my Powder and Pills, 
I cure all the Ils 
That ſweep off ſuch Numbers each Weck i in the Bills, 
But fill ſhe kept running, and flew like the Wind, 
| While the poor purfy God came panting behind, 
Beſides, I'm a Poet, Child, into the Bargain, 
And top all, all the Writers of fam'd Covent-Garden ; : 
I'm the Prop of the Stage, and the Pattern of Wit; 
I ſet my own Sonnets, and fing to my Kit: 
I'm at Will's all the Day, 
And each Night at the Play, 
Amd Verſes I make faſt as Hops, as they ſay. 
When ſhe heard him talk thus, ſhe redoubled her 
Speed, | 
And flew like a Whore from a Conſtable freed, 
Now, had our wiſe Lover, (but Lovers are blind) 
In the Language of Lombard-ftreet, told her his Mind ; 
Look, Lady, what here is, tis plenty of Money ; 
Od:bubs, I muſt ſwinge thee, my Joy, and my Haney, 
I Bt next the Chair, 
And ſhall ſhortly be Mayor, 
Neither Clayton nor Duncomb with me can compare; 
Tbo' as wrinkled as Prim, as deform'd as the Devil, 
Tie God has ſucceeded, the Nymph had been civil. 
S O N G 107. | 
ARCH Cupid gathering a Roſe, 
- Awak'da Bee from her Repofe 3 : 
Tre Bee provok*d, his Finger gor d, 
He ran, and te his Mother roer'd, 


Undone 


* 


VUndone 


18 


Undone; ah, Mother! I'm undone, 


By a ſmall Serpent rudely ſtung: 
A thing with Wings they call a Bee, 
A naughty Bee has ſlain your Son: 
See ſee the Wound, O Mother, ſee, 
The Goddeſs then embrac'd the Lad. 
She ſooth'sd his Pain, and ſmiling ſaid: 
The Anguiſh from ſo ſmall a Dart 
Is not like that which Lovers feel ; 
Each Lover feels thy pointed Steel, 
Not in his Finger, but his Heart. 
8 3$ 0 N 6808. 
A Riſe, ariſe, great Dead, for Arms renown'd, 
Riſe from your Urns, and fave your dying Story; 
Your Deeds will be in dark Oblivion drown'd, 
For mighty William ſeizes all your Glory, 
Again the Britiſh Trumpet ſounds, | 
Again Britannia bleeds ; 
To glorious Death, or comely Wounds, 
Her godlike Manarch leads. 
Pay us, kind Fate, the Debt you owe, 
Celeſtial Minds from Clay untie ; 
Let coward Spirits dwell below, 
And onely give the Brave to die. 
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A RM, arm, the gen'rous Britons cry, 
Let us live free, or let us die 

Trumpets ſounding, Banners flying, 

Braving Tyrants, Chains defying : 

Arm, arm, the generous Britons cry, 


Let us live free, ar let us die; 


Liberty! Liberty 
Liberty! Liberty | 
S O0 N G 1 10. 
A Round her ſee Cupid flying, 
Behold him wiſhing, dying, 
Such Graces ſhine all o'er her, 
Gods might adore her, 
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3 (76) 
Blind Boy, forbear to woo her, 
Thy Flame admits no Cure, 
To me, in Sight of Heaven, 
Her Faith is given, 
S O N G ror. 
A Round the Plains my Heart has rov'd, 


The Brown, the Fair, my Flames approv 


The Pert, the Proud, by turns have lov'd, 
And kindly fill 4 my Arms. 
T danc'd, I fung, Italk'd, I toy'd, 
While thus I woo'd, 1 that enjoy'd, 
And e er the Kind, with Kindneſs cloy d, 
The Coy reſign d her Charms. 


But now, alas ! thoſe Days are done: 

The Wrong' d are all reveng'd by one, 

Who, like a frighted Bud, is flown, 
Yet leaves her Image here. 

© could I, yet, her Heart recall, 

Before her Feet my Pride would fall, 

And for her Sake forſaking all, 
Would fix for ever there. 
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ARtif, who underneath the Table 
Thy curious Texture haſt diſplay d, 
Who, if we may believe the Fable, 
Waſt once a blooming lovely Maid, 


Inſiduous, reſtleſs, watchful Spider, 

Fear no officious Damſel's Broom ; 
Extend thy artful Building wider, 

And ſpread thy Banners round my Room. 


While I thy wond' rous Fabrick ſtare at, 

And think on hapleſs Poet's Fate, 
Like thee confin'd to lonely Garret, 

And proudly banith'd Rooms of State. 
And as from out thy tortur'd Body, 

Thou draw' thy ſlender Wit with Pain ; 
So does he labour, like a Noddy, 

To ſpout Materials from bis Brain, 


To a 


tle 
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He for ſome gaudy flutt*ring Creature, 

That ſpreads her Charms before his Eye "Y 
And that's a Conqueſt little better, 

Than thine o'er captive Butterfly, 
Thus far, *tis plain you both agree ; 

Your Death, perhaps, may better ſhow it; 
Tis ten to one but Penury | 

Ends both the Spider and the Poet. 


S O N G 113. 
8 after Noon, one Summer's Day, 
Venus ſtood bathing in a River, 
Cupid a Shooting went that Way, 
New ſtrung his Bow, and fill'd his Quiver, 


With Skill he choſe his ſharpeſt Dart, 


With all his Might his Bow he drew, 


Swift to his beauteous Parent's Heart 


The too-well guided Arrow flew. 


I faint, I die, the Goddeſs cry'd, 


O cruel ! could* thou find none other 
To wreck thy Spleen on ? Parridice ! 

Like Nero, thou haſt ſlain thy Mother, 
Poor Cupid, ſobbing, ſcarce could ſpeak, 

Indeed, Mamma, I did not know ye : 
Alas! how ealy my Miſtake ? 

I tcok you for your Likeneſs, Chloe, 
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A S Amoret and Phillis fat 


One Evening on the Plain, 
And ſaw the charming Strephon wait, 
To tell the Nymph his Pain : 
The threat*ning Danger to remove, 
He whiſper'd in her Ear; 
Ah Phillis, if you would not love 
The Shepherd, do not hear. 
done ever had fo ſtrange an Art 
His Paſſion to convey, . 
Into a liſt' ning Virgin's Heart, 
And ſteal her Soul away. 
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(78) 
Fly, fly, betimes, for fear you give 
Occaſion for your Fate: 
In vain, ſaid ſhe, in vain I ſtrive, 
Alas ! *tis now to late, | 


8 ON & 118. 
A 5 Amoret and Thyrfis lay, 
As Amoret and Thyrſis lay, 


Melting, melting, melting, melting the Hours in gentle 


Play, 
dining, joining, joining 1 mingling Kiſſes, 
gling Kiſſes, mingling Kiſſes, and exchanging harm 
leſs Bliſſes : 


He trembling cry'd with eager, eager Haſte, 


Let me, let me, let me feed, ob ! oh! ob ! let me, 


let me, 


Let me, let me feed, oh ! oh! oh! oh ! let me 


let me, let me feed as well as tafte, 
1 dye, dye, dye, dye, dye, I dye, 
Idye, if I'm not wholly bleft. 
The fearful Nymph reply d, forbear, 
I cannot, dare not, muſt not hear ; 
Deareſt Thyrſis, do not move me, 
Do not, do not, if you love me: Do not, &c. 
O let me ſtill, the Shepherd ſaid ; 3 
But while the fond Reſiſtance made, 
The hafty Joy in ſtruggling fled. 
Vex'd at the Pleaſure ſhe had miſs d, 
She frown'd and bluſh'd, and figh'd and kiſs d; 
And ſeem'd to moan, in ſullen Cooing, 
The ſad Miſcarriage of their Wooing : 
But vain, alas! were all her Charms, 
For Thyrſie, deaf to Love's Alarms, 
Baffled and ſenſeleſs, tir d her Arms. 
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S Archers and Fidlers, who cunningly know 
'The Way to procure themſelves Merit, 
Will always provide em two Strings to their Bow, 
And follow their Bus neſs with Spuit ; 


© » 2 2e 


O J 
Sw 


2 


B 


me, 


ow, 


(.79) 
So likewiſe the provident Damſel ſhould da, 
Who'd make the beft Uſe of her Beauty, 


If the Mark the would hit, or her Leſſan paſs thre?, 


Two Lovers muſt ſtill be on Duty. 
Thus arm'd againſt Chance, and ſecure of ſupply, 
So far our Revenge we may carry 
One Spark for our Sport we may jilt and ſet by, 
And t'other, poor Soul ! we may marry, 
S O N G 117. 
S Ariana, young and fair, 
By Night the ftarry Choir did tell, 
She found in Caſſiopeia's Chair 7 
One beantous Light the reſt excel: 
This happy Star unſeen before, 
Perhaps was kindled from her Eyes, 
And made for Mortals to adore 
A new-born Glory in the Skies. 
Or if within the Sphere it grew, 
Before ſhe gas d, the Lamp was dim; 

But from her Eyes the Sparkles flew 
That gave new Luſtre to the Gem. 
Bright Omen ! what doſt thou portend, 
Thou threat' ning Beauty of the Sky? 

What great, what happy Monarch's End ! 
For ſure by thee tis ſweet to die. 

Whether to thy fore-boding Fire 
We owe the Creſcent in decay ? 

Or muſt the mighty Gaul expire 
A Victim to thy fatal Ray? 

Such a Preſage will late be ſhown 
Before the World in Afhes lies; 

But if leſs Ruin will attone, 


Let Strephon's only Fate ſuffice. 


S O N G 118. | 
A 5 Celadon once from his Cottage did ſtray, 

To court his dear Jug on a Hillock of Hay; 
What aukward Confuſion oppreſs d the. poor Swain, 
When thus he deliver'd his Paſſion in Pain, 
O Joy of my Heart, and Delight of my Eyes, 
Sweet Jug, tis for thee Pb Celaden dies; 


My 


( 80 ) | 
My Pipe I've forſaken, tho? reckon'd fo ſweet, 
And ſleeping or waking thy Name I repeat, 
When Swains to an Alehouſe by Force do me lug, 
Inftead of a Pitcher, I call for a Jug ; 
And ſure you can't chide at repeating your Name, 
When the Nightingale every Night does the ſame. 
Sweet Jug he a hundred times o'er does repeat, 
Which makes People ſay, that his Voice is ſo ſweet. 
Ah! why doſt thou laugh at my ſorrowful Tale, 
Too well I'm aſſur'd that my Words won't prevail: 
For Roger, the Thatcher, poſſeſſes thy Breaſt, 
| As he at our laſt Harveſt Supper confeſt. 
I own it, ſays Jug, he has gotten my Heart, 
His long curling Hair looks fo pretty and ſmart, 
His Eyes are ſo black, and his Cheeks are ſo red, 
They prevail more with me than all you have faid ; 
'Tho* you court me, and kiſs me, and do what you can, 
*Twill Ggnify nothing, for Roger's the Man, 
S$. 0 N G 19. 
A 5 Celia in her Garden firay'd, 
Secure, nor dreamt of Harm, 

A Bee approach'd the lovely Maid, 

And reſted on her Arm. | 
The curious Inſect thither flew, 

To taſte the tempting Bloom; 
But, with a Thouſand Sweets in View, 

It found a ſudden Doom. 


Her nimble Hand of Life bereav'd 
The darling little Thing, 

But firſt the ſnowy Arm receiv'd, 
And felt the painful Sting. 

Once only could that Sting ſurprize, 
Once be injurious found : 

Not ſo the Darts of Celia's Eyes, 
They never ceaſe to wound. 

Oh! wou'd the ſhort-liv'd burning Smart 
The Nymph to Pity move, 

And teach her to regard the Heart 

She fires with cadleſs Love! 
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AS Celia near a Fountain lay, 
Her Eye-lids. elos d with Sleep, 
The Shepherd Damon chane'd that Way 
To drive his Flock of Sheep, 
To drive, &c, 


With awful Step h*approach'd the Fair, 


To view her charming Face, 
Where ev'r y Feature wore an Air, 
And ev'ry Part a Grace, | 
And ev'ry, &c. 


His Heart inflam'd with amorous Pain, 
He wiſh'd the Nymph would wake, 
Tho? ne'er before was any Swain 
So unprepar d to ſpeak, 
So unprepar d, &. 
Whilſt ſlumb' ring thus fair Celia lay, 
Soft Wiſhes fill'd her Mind, | 
She cry'd, come, Thyrſis, come away, 
For now I will be kind, 
For now, &c. 


Damon embrac'd the lacky Hit, 

And flew into her Arme, 

He took her in the yielding Fit, 
And rifled all her Charms, 
And rifled, &c. 
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S Chloe o'er the Meadow paſt, 
I view's the lovely Maid; 
She turn' d and bluſn d, renew d her Haſte, 
And fear d by me to be embrac 's: 
My yes my With betray” d. 
I trembling felt the riſing Flame, 
The charming Nymph purſu d; 
Daphne was not ſo bright a Game, 
Tho' Great Apollo's darling Dame, 
Nor with ſuch Charms endu d. 


(82) 

1 follow'd cloſe, the Fair ſtill flew 
Along the graſſy Plain ; | 
The Graſs, at length, my Rival grew, 
And catch'd my Chloe by the Shoe, 

Her Speed was then in vain. 
But oh! as tott' ring down ſhe fell, 
What did the Fall reveal ! 
Such Limbs Deſcription cannot tell, 
Such Charms were never in the Mall, 
Nor Smock did e er conceal. 


And burning with Deſire, | 
I help'd the Queen of Love to riſe, 
She check'd her Anger and ize 


And ſaid, Raſh Youth, retire. 
Be gone, and boaſt what you have ſeen, 
It ſhan't avail you much ; | 
I know you like my Form and Mien; 
Yet fince ſo inſolent you've been, 
Thoſe Parts yòu ne er ſhall touch. 
Too lovely fair one, Iconfels, 
The Swain whom you will deiga to bleſs, 
Might ſigh an Age away, 
In Expectation of the Joy, 
When you no longer cold or coy, 
Shall all his Pains allay. | 
Heav'n has made thy Form 
So ſoft, ſo perfect, and ſo warm, 
Who gazes muſt adore : | 
But I ſo long in vain have try d | 
To move thy Heart, that Seat of Pride, 
| That here I give it o'er, 
But now, proud Fair, a Cure I've found, 
F'll be no longer tamely bound | 
In hopeleſs Flames to burn. 
Vain Maid, I've ſhaken off my Chain, 
By Wine a Conqueſt I obtain, 
And triumph in wy Turn. 


She ſhriek'd ; I turn'd my raviſh'd Eyes, 
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Kind Love a youthful Shepherd brought, 


To paſs the Time away. 
She bluſh'd to be encounter d fo, 
And chid the am'rous Swain; 
But as ſhe ſtrove to riſe and go, 
He pull'd her down again. | 
Ah! Gods, ſaid ſhe, what Charms are theſe, 
That conquer ud ſurprize ? 
Oh ! let me, for unleſs you pleaſe, 
I have no Pow'r to riſe. | 
She fainting ſpoke, and trembling lay, 
For Fear ſhe ſhould comply; 
Her lovely Eyes her Heart betray, 
And give her Tongue the Lie. 
A ſudden Paſſion ſeiz'd her Heart, 
In ſpite of her Diſgain ; 
She found a Pulſe in ev'ry Part, 
And Love in ev'ry Vein. 


Thus ſhe, who Princes had deny'd, 


With all their Pomp and Train, 
Was in the lucky Minute try d, 
And yielded to the Swain. 
SO N G 123. 
A S Clintor with Amelia fat, 
He (ſimple Swain) in idle Chat, 


And uſeleſs Talk, the Time miſ-ſpent ; 


Which, to their mutual, great Content, 
(Had Modeſty but left the Boy) 
Had been employ'd in mutual Joy. 

Her Lips, her Eyes, her Breaſts he prais d, 
Whilſt ev'ry Charm new Tranſports rais'd : 
Tranſports——of Tongue ; for that alone 
Made all his Joys and Tranſports known; 
Dull Joys! dull Tranſports ! duller Boy : 
That could ſuck Time ſo ill employ. 
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And on the roſy Morning 

He met Ophelia there. 

A while he gaz'd, a whill farvey'd' 

Her Shape and every Pitt; 

But as his Eyes run o'er che Maid, 
Hers reach'd his little Heatt. 

His Quiver ftraigft and Bow he took, 
And bent it for a Flight; 

But then by chatte thi caft 4 Lock, 
Which ſpoil'd his Purpoſe quite. 

Diſarm'd, he knew not what to do, 
Nor how to crown his Love ; 

At laſt reſolv'd, away he flew, 
Another Shape to prove. 

A luſtful Satyr ſtraight return'd, 

In hopes his Form wou'd take; 

For many Nymphs for them have burn d, 
Burn d cauſe they cou d not ſpeak, 

Ophelia had no ſooner ſpyd 
His Godſhip, Goat and Man ; 

But loudly for Aſſiſtance cry d, 
And fleetly home ward rati. 

Perplex d at her Aﬀight; but mote 
At's own Defeat, he toble 

The Monſter off; then fled before, 
And ftraight Man's Aſpett took. 

He ſmil'd, entreated, ly'd, and vow'd, 
Nay, offer d her a Sum; 

And grew importunate and rude, 
As ſhe drew nearer home. 

At laſt when Tears, nor ought cou'd move, 

He thus beſpoke the Fair; 

Know, cruel Maid, I'm God of Love, 

| And can command Deſpair, 


(3) 
Yet Dame to ſue, oh! bleſs me then, 
As you regard your Eaſe ; 
For I am King of Gods and Men, 
I give and baniſh Peace. 
Or be thou Love, or be thou Hate, 
Enrag'd Ophelia ſwore z | 
I'll never change my Virgin State, 
Nor ever ſee thee more. 
Exploded Love reſiſted ſo, 
In Pity to Mankind, 
His Arrows broke, and burnt his Bow, 
And left his Name behind. | 
S ON G 125. 
AS Cupid, one day roving, ſaw 
Charlotta with her charms appear; 
Surpriz's, the godhead bent his bow; 
But was diſabled by the Fair, 


Thus, thus diſarm'd, he, fighing, ſaid, 


Now Love himſelf muſt fall a Prize; 
I am undone, I am betray'd, 

By Charlott's ever-conquering eyes. 
Then thus his bow he from bim hurl'd, 

His quiver and his pointed arms, 
And left his empire of the world 

To be commanded by her charms. 
| S O N G 126 
A 5 Cupid roguyhly one Day 

Had all alone ftole out to play, 

The Muſes caught the little Knave, 
And captive Love to Beauty gave. 


The laughing Dame ſoon miſs d her Son, 


And here and there diſtracted run; 

And ſtill, his Liberty to gain, 
Offer'd his Ranſom, but in vain; 
The willing Pris'ner hugs his Chain, 
And vows he'll ne'er be free again. 

S O N G 127. 

A S Cynthio late within the Grove 
Bemoan' d his too — Love, 


(86) 
And eas'd, refir'd, his ſecret Pain: 


The God of Love, who wander'd near, 


Chanc'd his Complaint to overhear, 
And thus addreſs'd the Swain: 


Riſe, filly Shepherd, riſe, he cry'd, 
It ſeems you're eaſily deny d, 


Becauſe the charming Nymph 3 is coy 2 
The Tongue may learn to ſpeak with Art, 
But would ye know the fair one's Heart, 


Conſult it in her Eye. 


"Tis in that Mirrour of her Soul, 

The ſecrets of her Boſom roll 
Reveal'd without Diſguiſe td View: 
For Cynthio ! take it for a Truth, 
You only are the favour' d Youth, 

And Lydia loves but you 
No more my Altars then upbraid, 
Nor thus invoke my needleſs Aid 
Since faithful I have done my Part: 
Thy own perform with like Addreſs, 

She ſoon ſhall yield thy Arms to bleſs, 
And give thee all her Heart! 

So ſpoke ſincere the friendly God, 
When ftraight along the flow'ry'Road, 


The Nymph with languid Beauty mov'd: 
The Swain with Joy the Moment ſeiz d, 
She heard his tender Vows well pleas'd, 


And all his Wiſh approv'd. 
With grateful Pride and gladſome Air 
To Hymen's Shrine he led the Fair ! 
And made the lafting Bliſs ſecure : 
Let Maids no more falſe Coldneſs feign, 
Let faithful Swains no more complain, 
But boldly aſk a Cure, 
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5 Damon late with Chloe fat, 
They talk'd of am' rous Bliſſes; 
Kind Things he ſaid, which ſhe repaid, 

In pleaking Smiles and Nu. 
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Wich tuneful Tongue, of Love he ſung ; 
She thank'd him for his Ditty : 

But ſaid, one Day ſhe heard him ſay, 

The Flute was mighty pretty. 


Young Damon, who her meaning knew, 


Took out his Pipe to charm her ; 
And while he ſtrove with wanton Love, 
And fprightly Airs, to warm her : 


She begg'd the Swain, to play one Strain, 


In all the ſofteſt Meaſure, 


Whoſe killing Sound would ſweetly wound, 


And make her die with Pleaſure. 

Eager to do't, he takes the Flute 
And ev'ry Accent traces: 

Love trickling thro? his Fingers FREY 
And whiſper'd melting Graces : 

He play d his Part with wond' zous Art, 
Expecting Praiſes after ; 

But ſhe inſtead of falling dead, 
Burft out into a Laughter. 

Taking the Hint, as Chloe meant, 
Said he, my Dear, beealy ; 

I have a Flute, which, tho "ris mute, 
May play a Tune to pleaſe ye. 

Then down he laid the charming Maid, 
He found her kind and willing, 

He play d again, and tho” each Strain 
Was filent, yet twas killing. 

Fair Chloe ſoon approv'd the Tune, 
And vow'd he play'd divinely ; 


Let's have it o'er, ſaid ſhe, once more, 


It goes exceeding finely ; 


The Flute is good that's made of Wood, 


And is, I own the neateſt: 
Vet ne ertheleſs I muſt confeſs, 
The filent Flute's the ſweeteſt. 
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As Damon wartch'd his harmleſs Sheep, | And 
Within a filent Shade, | 
Lock'd in the Bands of downy Sleep, AS 
| He ſaw his Charmer laid; | 
| And thus he hail'd the beauteous Maid. Laſt 
| Cloſe not thoſe charming Eyes, | Di 
| My Life, my only Dear ! And 
Tis Night till they ariſe, | E the 
Charm'd with the tuneful Accents of his Voice, AS 
. The lovely Virgin rear d her Head; : 
For Damon's Song makes Sorrow's ſelf rejoice, And 
So ſweet ! twould e en recall the Dead. | And 
Nor was the Nymph coquet or coy, My p 
Too well ſhe knew the artleſs Boy. | My p 
With Fervour not to be expreſt, For i 
She claſp'd him to her ſnowy Breaſt ; Ora 
| Who thus ſang forth his joy. SIR 
While in her Arms my Charmer holds me» | py 
I think the Queen of Love infalds me; : I 
| Leſs lovely Venus is than ſhe, - Oh! 
Adonis far leſs bleſs'd than me And 
„ e 230 | Whet 
As Damon, who had hardly ſped And t 
In Wedlock's heavy Chains, But 1 
His tender Flocks with Thyrſis fed | e 
Upon the ſmiling Plains; | | AS 
Thus to the Youth the Sage exclaim'd, | 
And the curſt Hour in which he marry'd damn'd. Her 
Would'f thou, my Friend, in Pleaſure live, | And. 
Nor thy Re poſe deſtroy ? Her ] 
Would' thou the Bliſs that Youth can give, They 
Without Remorſe enjay ? And : 
Oh! ſhun that fatal Rock a Wife, | | And { 
That galls thy Days with endleſs Plague and Strife, Why 
For when at laſt you have attain'd | What 
Ihe great myſterious Bliſs; | From, 
When you. have that great Somgthing gain'd, What 


And find how fleeting "tis 3 © You'll 
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You'll carſe the fond and am'rous Heat, 
And find out quickly who's the greateſt Cheat. 
S O N G 131. 
A S Death alone the Marriage Knot unties, 
So Vows that Lovers make | 
Laſt until Sleep, Death's Image, cloſe their Eyes, 
Diſſolve when they awake: 
And that fond Love which was to Day their Theme, 
Is thought to-morrow but an idle Dream. 
$. 0 © v»3n. 
A S Dolly was milking of the cows, 
Young Roger came tripping it over the plain, 
And made unto her moſt delicate bows, 
And then he went tripping it back again. 
My pretty ſweet Roger, come back again, 
My pretty ſweet Roget, come back again ; 
For it is your company that I do lack, x 
Or elſe my poor heart will burſt in twain. 
F winna come back, nor I canna come back; 
E wonot, I cannot; no, no, not I: 
And if tis my company that you do lack, 
You may lack it until the laſt day you die. 
Oh ! do you not mind the curds and cream, 
And many a bottle of good March beer, 
When you was going along with your team ? 
And then it was Dolly my own ſweet dear. 
But I winna come back, nor I canna come back, & c. 


| S O N 6 133. 
As down in the Meadow one Morning I paſt, 
Oh there I beheld a beautiful Laſs ; 

Her Age I am ſure it was ſcarcely Fifteen, 
And ſhe on her Head wore a Garland of Green; 
Her Lips were like Rubies, and as for her Eyes, 
They ſparkled like Di'monds, or Stars in the Skies ; 
And as for her Voice, it was charming and clear, 
And ſhe ſung a Song for the Loſs of her Dear. 
Why does my Love Billy prove falſe, or unkind, 
What makes him to change like the wavering Wind? 
From one that is loyal in ev'ry Degree, | 
What makes him to * to another from me? 
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© does he delight i in my fad Overthrow ! | TI 
Or does he delight for to torture me ſo? Ho 
His Suſan will always prove true to her Truſt, 


I'm ſorry that Billy ſhould prove ſo unjuſt. In 
In the Meadows, as we were a making of Hay, Tl 
O there we did paſs the ſweet Minutes away; Nc 


And as we went early to Harrow and Plough, | | 
I milk'd him ſweet Sillabubs under my Cow; | 
O then I was kiſſed, and ſet on his Knee, | | To 
No Man in the World was ſo loving as he: An 
I lull'd him to ſleep, and I watch'd him the while, W 
And when he did wake, it was with a ſweet Smile. | ' 


But now he has left me, and Fanny the fair, 
 Imploys all his Wiſhes, his Thoughts, and his Care; 
He kiſſes her Hand, and ſets her on his Knee, | 
And ſays all the fine things he once ſaid to me: 

But if ſhe believes him, the falſe-hearted Swain, 

Will leave her, and then ſhe with me may complain; 
For nothing's more certain, believe filly Sue, 

Who once has been falſe, will never prove true. 
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Her Song being ended, ſhe roſe to be gone, Ma 
When over the Meadow came jolly young John; 
He told her that ſhe was the Joy of his Life, ; 
And if ſhe'd conſent, he'd make her his Wife: 1 
Which ſhe not refuſing, to Church they both went, Be 
Young Billy forgot, and young Suſan content: WI 
Moſt Men are like Billy, mott Women like Sue, ; 
And if Men will be falſe, why ſhould Women prove true 3 ( 
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S early I walk'd on the firſt of ſweet May, 
Beneath a ſteep Mountain, 

Befide a clear Fountain, 
J heard a grave Lute ſoft Melody play; 
Whilſt Echo reſounded the dolorous Lay. 
I liften'd, and look'd, and ſpy'd a young Swain, 

With Aſpect ditreſſed, 

And Spirits oppreſled, 
Seem clearing afreſh, like the Sl y after Rain, 
* thus he diſcoyer d how he f 0 /e with his Pain. 


Tho? 


true? 


De much more deſerving, but never leſs true. 


Ve Pow'rs that preſide o er virtuous Love, 


With Sentiments pureſt my Notions improve. 


- 
. 
Tho' Eliza be coy, why ſhould I repine, 
That a Maid much above me 
Vouchſafe not to love me? 
In her high Sphere of worth I never could ſhine, 
Then why ſhould I ſeek to debaſe her to mine ? 


No ! henceforth Eſteem ſhall govern my Defire, 
And in due Subjection 
Retain warm Affection, 

To thew that Self- love inflames not my Fire, 

And that no other Swain can more humbly admire, 


When Paſſion ſhall ceaſe to rage in my Breaſt, 
Then Quiet returning 
Shall huſh my fad Mourning, 
And, Lord of myſelf, in abſolute Reſt, 
III dug the Condition which Heav'n ſhall think beſt. 
Thus Friendſhip unmix'd, and wholly refin” a, 
May ſtill be reſpected, 
Tho” Love is rejected: 
Eliza ſhall own, tho? to Love not inclin'd, 
That ſhe ne'er had a Friend like her Lover reſign'd. 


May the fortunate Youth, who hereafter ſhall woo, 
Wrh proſp*rous Endeavour, 
And gain her dear Favour, 

Know as well as I, what t' Eliza is due, 


Whilt I diſengag'd from all amorous Cares, 
Sweet Liberty taſting, 
On calmeſt Peace feaſting, 
Employing my Reaſon to dry up my Tears, 
In Hopes of Heav'ns Bliſſes will ſpend my few Years, 


Come aid me with Patience, 
To bear my Vexations ; 
With equal Deſires my flatt'ring Heart move, 


If Love in his Fetters e er catch me again, 
May Courage protect me, 
And Prudence direct me; 
Prepar'd for all Fates, rememb'ring the Swain, 
Who grew happily wiſe, after loving in vain, 
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As fair Olinda fitting was "ny 
© Beneath a ſhady Tree; You 
Much Love I did profeſs to her, $] 
And ſhe the like to me : 
But when I kiſfs'd her lovely Lips, 
| And preſt her to be kind: | | 
| She cry'd, Oh, no. But I remember, | f 
| Women's Words are Wind, | His 
I hugg'd her till her Breath grew ſhort, H 
Then farther did intrude ; | | Wit 
Se ſcratch'd and ſtruggled modeſfiy, A8! 
And told me I was rude: ä Ba New 
I begg'd her Pardon twenty Times, — 
And ſome Concern did feign; | wo 
But, like a bold preſumptuaus Singer, Ii 
I did the like again, 13 
At laſt I did by Dalliance raiſe | : T, 
The pretty Nymph's Deſite; Thu 
Our Inclinations equal were, | 1 fou 
And mutual was our Fire: Inga 
Then, in the Height of Joy, the cry'd, | 4 
Oh! I'm undone I fear; Ther 
Kill me, kill me quite, my Dear. Let k 
S O N G 136. * 
A fond Philander, in the Pit, - — 
By fair Ophelia ſat, Wh 
A Card, by ſore fly Gall'ry Wit, be 
Wax dropt upon his Hat. * 
The Nymph obſerving, ſnatch'd it thence, | * 
But bluſhing at the Sight, T 8 
Confeſs'd it had explain'd her Senfe, 5 * 
And brought her Love to Light. Such 
The Swain perceiving her chang'd Look, Tin! 
With ſudden Rapture ſtarts, | | Falſe 
The Card with ſweet Compulſion took, Sin 


And found it King of Hearts, 
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The King of Hearts! O Fortune bleſt, 
Were I but ſuch, he cry'd : 
You reign already in my Breaft, 
S ON G 137, 
As from a Rock paſt all Relief, 
The ſhipwreckt Colin ſpying 
His native Soil, o'ercome with Grief, 
Half funk in Waves, and dying: 
With the next Morning Sun he ſpies 
A Ship, which gives unhop'd Surprize : 
New Life ſprings up, he lifts his Eyes 
With Joy, and waits her Motion. 
So when by her whom lang I lov's, 
I ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 
Low with Deſpair my Spirits moy'd, 
To be for ever parted : 
Thus dropt J, till diviner Grace 
I found in Peggy's Mind and Face; 
Ingratitude appear'd then baſe, 
And Virtue more engaging. 
Then now fince happily I've hat, 
I'n have no more delaying ; 
Let Beauty yield to manly Wit, 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtaying : 
Tl haſte dull Courtſhip to a Cloſe, 
Since Marriage can my Fears oppoſe ; 
Why ſhould we bappy Minutes loſe, 
Since, Peggy, I muſt love thee ? 
Men may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a Lover's Duty, 
To figh, and facrifice their Eaſe, 
Doating on a proud Beauty : 
Such was my Cafe for many a Year, 
Till hope ſucceeding to my Fear 
Falſe Betty's Charms now diſappear, 
Since Peggy's far outſhin'd them. 


(94) 
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As he lay in the Plain, 
His Arm under his Head, 
And his Flock feeding by, 
The fond Celadon ſaid, 
If Love's a ſweet Paſſion, 
Why does it torment ? 


If a bitter (ſaid he) 
Whence are Lovers content? 


Since I ſuffer with Pleaſure, 

Why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my Fate, 

When I know tis in vain ? 
Yet ſo pleafing the Pain is, 

So ſoft is the Dart, 


133, 


That at once it both wounds me 


And tickles my Heart. 
To my ſelf I figh often, 


Without knowing why, 
And when abſent from Fhillis, 
Methinks I could die: 


Zut oh ! what a Pleaſure 


Still follows my Pain, 


When kind Fortune does help me | 


To ſee her again. 
In her Eyes (the bright Stars 
That foretel what's to come) 
By ſoft Stealth, now and then 
I examine my Doom. 
I graſp her Hand geatly, 
Look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate Silence 
I make my Love known. 
But oh! how I'm bleſt, 
When ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing Miſtake 
To diſcover her Love; 


When, in ſtriving to hide, 


She reveals all her Flame, 
And our Eyes tell each other 
What neither dare name. 
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How pleafant is Beauty ! 
How ſweet are the Charms. 
How delighful F mbraces, 
How peaceful her Arms. 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy 
As learning to love, 


It's taught us on Earth, 


And by all things above; 
And to Beauty's bright Standard 
All Heroes muſt yield, 
For tis Beauty that conquers, 
And wins the fair Field. 
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A SI ama friend, | 
Be willing to lend | 
An ear to theſe lines, 
Which in pity I pen'd. 
_ *Tis a cordial advice, 
Girls be not too nice, 
Young lovers are now 
At another gueſs price 
Than they have been, 
I pray you refrain 
Your ſcorn and diſdain, 
If young men you ſlight, 
They'll flight you again. 
They'll make you run mad, 
Sig heavy and fad, 
There are not ſo many 
Young men to be had 
As there have been, 


Perhaps you ſuppoſe 
Fine furbelow'd clothes 
Will ſerve for a porticn : 
But under the roſe, 
If truth may be ſpoke, 
*Tis but a mere joke, 
For love without money 
Will vaniſh like ſmoke, 
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The country clown, 
When he comes to town, 
He values not miſs 
With her butterfly gown ; 
I tell you it wont do, 
There muſt be a few 
ry glittering guineas, 
A thouſand or two, 
Or he'll leave ye. 


Young men are grown wile, 
A portion they prize, 

They are done with the charms. 
Of your conquering eyes. 
A portion ! they cry, 


If love you would buy; 


In order to purchaſe, 
You then muſt bad high, 
Or live ſingle. 


Once batchelors, they 
Did figh, whine and pray; 
But till we're put off 
With a ſcornful delay, 
Down with your duſt, 
A portion there mult ; 
Poor girls wou'd be glad 
To jump at a cruſt, 
Cou d ye get it: 
SON G 140. | 
AS I beneath the Myrtle Sbade lay muſing, 
Sylvia the fair, in mournful Sounds, 
Venting her Grief, the Air thus wounds ; ; 
Oh! God of Love, ceaſe to torment me: 
Send to my Aid ſome gentle Swain, 
Whoſe Balm apply'd, may eaſe my Pain. 


Aloud I cry'd, and all the Groves reſounded, 


, Heavenly Nymph complain no more, 

Love does thy wiſh'd-for Peace reftore, 
And ſends a gentle Swain to eaſe thee 

In whom a longing Maid may find 

A Balm to cure a love- ick Mind. 


She 


Hurry” 
1 gra 
Wha G 
Sir, 
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She bluſh'd and figh'd, and puſh'd the Med' cine from her; 
Which ftill the more encreas'd her Pain, 
Finding at length ſhe ſtrove in vain, 
O! Love, the cry'd; I muſt obey thee ; 
Who can the raging Smart endure ? 
She ſuck'd the Balm, and found the Cure, 
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A 5 I came in by Tiviot. ſide, 
And by the braes of Brankſome, 
There firſt I ſaw my bonny bride, 
Young, ſmiling, ſweet and handſom 3 
Her ſkin was ſafter than the down, 
| And white as alabaſter ; | 
= Her hair a ſhining wavy brown 
In ſtraightneſs nane ſurpaſt her. 
Life glow'd upon her lip and cheek, 
Her clear een were ſurpriſing, 
And beautifully turn'd her neck, 
Her little breaſts juſt riſing : 
Nae Glken hgſe, with gooſhets fine, 
Or ſhoon with glancing laces, 
On her fair leg, forbad to ſhine, 
Well ſhapen native graces. 


> Ae little coat, and bodice white, 
Was ſum of a' her claithing; 
Even theſe ober mickle; —mair delyte 
She'd given cled wi naithing: | 
She lean'a upon a flowry brae, 
By which a burny trotted; 
Da her I glowr'd my ſaul away, 
While on her ſweets I doated. 
A thouſand beauties of deſert 
Before had ſcarce alarm'd me, 
Till this dear artleſs ſtruck my heart, 
And but deſigning, charm'd me. 
Hurry'd by love cloſe to my breaſt, 
1 graſp'd this fund of bliſſes; | 
Wha Gnil'd, and ſaid, Without a pris, 
dir, hope for naught * kiſſes, 
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I had nae heart to do her harm, 
And yet I coudna want her ; 

What ſhe demanded, ilka charm 
Of her's pled, I ſhou'd grant her. 
Since heaven had dealt to me a rowth, 

Straight to the kirk J led her, 
There plighted her my faith and trowth, 
And a young lady made her. 
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S I fat at my Spinning-wheel, 
A bonny Lad there paſſed by; 
I kenn' d him round, and lik'd him wee!, 
Geud Faith he had a bonny Eye: 
My Heart new Panting gan to feel, 
But 11! I turn'd my Spinning- wheel. 

Moſt graciouſly he did appear, 

As he my Preſence did draw near, 

And round about my ſlender Waiſt 

He claſp*d his Arms and me embrac's : 
To kiſs my Hand he down did kneel, 
As I fat at my Spinning-wheel. 

My Mill-white Hand he did extol, 

And prais'd my Fingers long and ſmall ; 

And ſaid there was no Lady fair, 

That ever cou'd with me compare. 

Theſe pleaſing Words my Heart did feel; 
But ſtill I turn'd my Spinning-wheel, 

Altho' I ſeemingly did chide, 

Yet he wou'd never be deny d; 

But did declare his Love the more, 

Until my Heart was wounded fore, 
That I my Love cou'd ſcarce conceal ; 
But yet I turn'd my Spinning-wheel. 

As for my Yarn, my Rock and Reel, 

And after that, my Spinning-wheel, 

He bid me leave them all with Speed, 

And gang with him to yonder Mead. 


My panting Heart ſtrange Flames did feel; 


Vet ſtill I turn'd my Spinnipg-wheel, 


He 
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He ſtopp' d and gaz d, and blithly ſaid, 

Now ſpeed thee well, my bonny Maid; 

But if thou' lt to the Hay - cock go, 

Til learn thee better Work, I trow. 
Good faith I lik'd him paſſing-wee! ; 
But ſtill I turn'd my Spinning-wheel. 

He lowly veil'd his Bonnet oft, 

And ſweetly kiſs'd my Lips ſo ſoft ; 

Yet till, between each honey Kits 

He urg'd to gang to further Bliſs ; 

Till I refiitleſs Fire did feel, 

Then let alone my Spinning- wheel. 
Among the pleaſing Cocks of Hay, 
Then with my bonny Lad I lay ; 
What Damſel ever could deny 
A Youth with ſuch. a charming Eye ? 

The Pleaſure I cannot reveal, 

It far ſurpaſs'd the Spinning-wheel. 

S © N G 143. 

A S I faw fair Chloe walk alone, | 

Thefeather'd Snow come ſoftly down, 


Like Jovggdefrending from his Tower, 
_ coun 25 Ailver Shower. 
The wanton Show flew to her Breaſts, 


Like little Birds into their Nefts ; 
But being o'ercome with Whiteneſs there, 
For Grief diſſol vd into a Tear; 
Then flowing down her Garment's Hem, 
To deck her, froze into a Gem. 
S ON G 144, | 
A S I walk'd in the Woods one Ev' ning of late, 
A Laſs was deploring her hapleſs Eftate ; 
In a languiſhing Poſture, poor Maid the appears, 


All ſwell'd with her Sighs, and blubber d with Tears: 


She cry'd and ſhe ſobb'd, and I found it was all 
For a little of that which Harry gave Doll. 


At laſt ſhe broke out, O wretched, the ſaid, 
Will no Youth come ſuccour a langutſhing Maid? 
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And drawing nigh, I heard him cry, 
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With what he with Eaſe and Pleaſure may give, 
Without which, alas poor I cannot live. 
Shall I never leave fghing, and crying, and call 
For a little of that, &c, 
At firſt when I ſaw a young Man in the Place, 
My Colour would fade, and then fluſh in my Face : 
My Breath it grew ſhort, and I ſhiver'd all o'er, 
My Breaſt never popp'd up and down ſo before 
I ſcarce knew for what, but now find twas all 
For a little of that, &c. 
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AS went forth ta view the Spring 
Which Flora had adorned | 
In Raiment fair; now every Thing 
The Rage of Winter ſeorned: 
J caſt mine Eye, and did eſpy 
A Youth, who made great Clamour ; 1 


Upon his Breaſt he lay along, 
Hard by a murm' ring River, 
And mournfully his doleful Song \ 
With Sip hs he did deliver, 
Ah! Jenny's Face, and comely Grace, 
Her Locks that ſhin'd like Lammer, 
With burning Rays have cut my Days; 
For ornnia vincit Amor. 


Her glancy Een like Comets ſheen, 
The Morning Sun. out- ſhining, 

Have caught my Heart in Cupid's Net, 
And make me die with Pining. 

Durſt I complain, Nature's to blame, 

So curiouſſy to frame her, 

Whole Beauties rare make me with Care 
Cry, omnia vincit Amor. 

Ye cryſtal Streams that ſwiftly glide, 
Be Partners of my Mourning ; 

Ye fragrant Fields and Meadows wide, 
| Condemn her for her e 


Ah! omnia vincit Amor. 72 
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Let every Tree a Witneſs be, 

How juſtly I may blame her: 

Ye chanting Birds, note theſe my Words, 
Ah ! omnia vincit Amor, 

Had the been kind as ſhe was fair, 
She long had been admir'd, 

And been ador'd for Virtues rare, 
Wh' of Life now makes me tir d. 

Thus ſaid, his Breath begun to fail, 
He could not ſpeak, but ſtammer; 

He ſigh' d full fore, and ſaid no more, 
But omnia vincit Amor. 


When Iobſerv'd him near to Death, 
I run in haſte to ſave him; | 
But quickly he reſfign'd his Breath; 
So deep the Wound Love gave him. 
Now for his Sake, this Vow Ill make, 
My Tongue ſhall ay defame her : 
While on his Herſe Ill write this Verſe, 
Ah! omnia vincit Amor. 
Straight I confider'd in my Mind 
Upon the Matter rightly, 
And found, tho” Cupid he be blind, 
He proves in Pith moſt mighty. 
For warlike Mars, nor thund' ring Jove, 
And Vulcan with his Hammer, 
Did ever prove the Slaves of Love, 
For omnia vincit Amor. 


Hence we may ſee th' Effects of Love, 
Which Gods and Men keep under, 
That nothing can his Bonds remove, 
Or Torments break aſunder : | 
Nor Wiſe, nor Fool, need go to School, 
To learn this from his Grammar ; 
His Heart's the Book where he's to look, 
For omnia vincit Amor. 
A 5 in a Grove L lately ſtray d, 
And free from Cares did idly rove, 
| A Boy lay ſleeping in the Shade, | 
Let It was the dreadful God of Love, Lur'd 
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Lur'd by his Charms I nearer drew; 
And faw of that diſdainful Maid, 
Whom I had vow'd no more to woo, 
The dear deluding From diſplay d. 
Her ruby Lips and graceful Mein 
The Urchin wore, In vain I ſtrove, 


1 figh'd ; he ſtarted from the Green: 


The ſlighteſt Thing will waken Love, 
Strait ſeizing his revengeful Bow, 

And taking out a choſen Dart, 
He meditates a fatal Blow ; | 

And, as he fled, transfix'd my Heart. 
Return to Sylvia, fooliſh Swain, 
And languiſh at her Feet, ſaid he; 
You ſhall her Captive ſtill remain, 

For having dard to waken me. 
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S it fell on a Holy-day, 
As it fell on a Holy-day, 
And upon a Holy-tide a, 
And upon a Holy-tide a. 
And when John Dory to Paris was come, 
A little bete the Gate a; 
John Dory was fitted, the Porter was wikted, 
To let him in thereat A, 
The firſt Man that John Dory did meet, 
Was zocd King John of France a; 
Fhn Dory could well of his Courteſie, 
But fell down in a Trance a. 


A Pardon, a Pardon, my Liege and my King, 


For my Merry Men and for me a; 
And ail the Churls in merry England 
I'll bring them all bound to thee a. 


And Nichol was then a Corniih Man, 


A little befide Bohide a; 
And he mann'd forth a good black Bark, 


With fifty g:od Oars on 2 1 a. 
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hed hank what has ae bay 63 on 
Who ho! who ho! a goodly Ship I do ſee, 

I trow it to be John Dory a. 
They hoiſt their Sails, both top and top, 
The Mizen and all was try'd a; 
And evety Man ftood to his Lot, 
Whatever ſhould betide a. 
The roaring Cannons then were ply'd : 
And Dub a dub went the Drum a ; 
The ſounding Trumpets loud they cry'd, 
To courage both all and ſome a. s 


The grapling Hooks were brought at length, 


The brown Bill, and the Sword a; 
John Dory at length, for all his Strength, 
Was clapp'd faſt under board a. 
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A S late, while Slumber did infold 
My loos'ning Limbs with downy Hold, 
And Fancy gan to play, 
Methought my lucky Foot-fleps led 
Where, ſunk upon her downy Bed, 
The ſoft Saphira lay. 
Her Cheeks engrain'd with ſuch a Bluſh 
As Roſes were upon the Buſh 
Unveiling to the Morn : 
All bare her breathing Boſom roſe, 
Gently, as when the Zephyr blows 
Upon the wav' ring Corn. 
A Thouſand Paſſions fir d my Soul; 
At length unto the Bed I ſtole, 
Yet did not enter in: 


Ardent her Lily Hand I preſt, 


Stood gazing on her ſnowy Breaſt, 
And kiſs d the ſtainleſs Skin. 
Soon as my Lips its Kiſſes brings, 
Love beat his ſoftlꝝ - ſounding Wings, 
And *woke the ſleeping Fair : 
ently ſhe rear'd her bended Head, 
ith ſweet confuſing Bluſhes ſaid, 
* What mean you, Thyrfis, here ? 
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Frown not, I cry'd, my charming Maid, 
Forgive the Treſpaſs Love has play'd, 
Twas Love decoy'd. me here; 
Love, taking Notice of my Pain, 
Bid me no longer figh in vain 
Forget, ſaid he, your Care: 
Follow, when Cupid leadeth on, 


Come, ſee where he has fix' d his Throne, 


And where I'll make you bleft : 
Behold the lovely Queen of Day ! | 
He ſmil'd, and pointed where you lay 

Lull'd in the Arms of Reft, 
To morrow ſhall her Glories riſe, 

To gild the Morn, to glad the Skies, 

And ftretch her ample Reign : 
What Numbers ſhall to morrow prove 
The Pow'r of Beauty and of Love, 

And graſp the Golden Chain. 
Haſte then, the preſent Hour employ, 
To gain the Nymph for, future Joy, 

Made yours by Hymen's Chain: 
The God commanded, I obey'd, | 
And why ſhou'd not my ſweeteſt Maid 

Conſent to eaſe my-Pain. 

Long has my faithful Heart been try'd, 
Let me no longer be deny'd ; 
Refign your courted Charms : 
I am, my Dear, for ever thine, 
Let Hymen make you ever mine, 

And thus---thus--- bleſs my Arms, 

Saphira, ſmiling, feign'd a Scream, 


Love laugh'd aloud, and broke my Dream ; 


The Scene all ſhifted Place: 


| The Nymph was vaniſh'd with her Charms, 


The Pillow fill'd my claſping Arms, 
And mock'd my fond Embrace. 
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A murm' ring Rivet lay, | 
Thus plain'd he his Coſmelia's Pride, 
And, plainingy dy'd away, -- 
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Fair Stream, id he) whene er you pour 
Your Freaſure in the Sea, 
To Sea-Nymphs tell what I endure,” 
Perhaps they” U pity me. 
And, fitting on the cliffy Rocks, 
* melting Songs, expreſs, 
(While as they comb their — Locks) 
To Trav'llers 21 
Say, Corydon, an Swain, 
The fair Coſmelia lov'd 
While ſhe, with undeſery'd Diſdain, 
His conftant Torture prov'd. 
| Ne'er Shepherd lov'd a Shepherdeſs 
More faithfully than he : 
Ne' er Shepherd yet 
Of Shepherdeſs cou'd be. 
Did he, alas ! complain, 
How oft re- echo d they his Ills, 
And ſeem'd to ſhare his Pain. 
How oft, on Banks of ſtately Tree, 
And on the tufted Greens, 
Ingrav'd he Tales of his Diſeaſe, 
And what his Soul ſuſtains, 
Yet fruitleſs all his Sorrows prov'd, 
And fruitleſs all his Art; 
She ſcorn'd the more, the more he lov'd, 
And broke, at laſt, his Heart. 
S 0 2% 3 50. 
A S May in all her youthful Dreſs, 
My Love ſo gay did once appear; 
A Spring of Charms dwelt on her Face, 
And Roſes did inhabit there. 
Thys while th* Enjoyment was but young, 
Each Night new Pleafures did create; 
Harmanious Words dropt from her Tongue, 
And Cupid on her Forehezd ſat, 
But as the Sun to Weſt declines, - 
The Euſtern Sky does colder grow; 
And all its bluſhing Looks refigns, 
Po th' pale · fac'd Moon that rules n Whil 
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While Love was enger, brifc, ad warm, 
My Chloe then was king: and gay; 

But when by Time, I laſt the Chasm, 
Her Smiles like Autumn dropt away. 
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As muſing I rang'd.in the Meads all alone, 


A beautiful Creature was making her Moan, 
Oh! the Tears they did trickle full faſt from her Eyes, 
And ſhe pierc'd both the Air and my Heart with her 
Cries, 


oh! the Tears they did trickle full faſt from her Eyes, 


And ſhe piere d both. the Air and my Heart with her 


Cries. 


I gently requeſted the Cauſe of her Moan ; 


She told me her ſweet Senefino was flown, 

And in that ſad Poſture ſhe'd ever remain, - 
Unleſs the Dear Charmer would come back again. 
Oh ! the Tears, &c. | 

Why, who is this Mortal, ſo eruel, faid I, 

That draws ſuch a Stream from ſo lovely an Eye? 

To Beauty ſo blooming what Man can be blind, 

To Paſſion fo tender what Monſter unkind ? 

Oh! the Tears, &c. 

*Tis neither for Man, nor for Woman, ſaid ſhe, 
That thus in lamenting I water the Lee : 

My Warb'ler Celeſtial, ſweet Darling of Fame, 

Is a Shadow of ſomething, a Sex without Name. 
Oh! the Tears, &c. | 
Perhaps tis ſome Linnet, ſame Blackbird, ſaid I; 

Perhaps tis your Lark that has ſoar d to the Sky : 

Come dry up your Tears, and abandon: your Grief, 
PF1l bring you another to-give you Relief. | 

Oh! the Tears, &c. | 

No Linnet, no Blackbird, no Sky-lark, faid the, 
But one much. more tuneful by far than all Three ; 

My ſweet Senefino, for whom I thus cry, 

Is ſweeter than all the wing'd: Songfters that fly. 
Oh ! the Tears, &c. 1 8 4 


* 
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Adieu Farinelli, Cuzzoni likewiſe, 
Whom Stars and whom Garters extol to the Skies t 
Adieu to the Op'ra, adieu to the Ball, 
My Darling is gone, and a Fig for them all. 
Oh! the Tears, &c. 
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AS Naked almoſt, and more fair you appear, 
Than Diana, when ſpy'd'by — 
Yet that Stag-hunter's Fate, your — here, 
We hope you're too gentle to lay on. 
For he like a Fool, took a Peep, and no more, 
So ſhe gave him a large Pair of Hotns, Sir: 
What Goddeſs, undreſt, ſuch: Neglect ever bore ; 
Or what Woman e'er pardon'd ſuch Scorn, Sir? 
The Man who with Beauty feaſts only his Eyes, 
With the Fair always works his own Ruin, 


| You ſhall find by our Ackions, our Looks, and our _— 


We're not barely-contented with viewing. 
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A 5 near a Fountain's flo ry Side 
The bright Selinda lay, 
Her Looks encreas'd the Summer's Pride, 
Her Eyes the Blaze of Day. 


The Roſes bluſh'd with deeper red, 
To ſee chemſelves out-done ; 

The Lilies ſhrunk into their Beds, 
To find ſuch Rival ſhone. 

Quick thro? the Air to this Retreat 
A Bee induftrions flew ; 

Prepar'd to rifle ev'ry Sweet, 
And fip the balmy Dew. 

Drawn by the Fragrance of her Breath, 
Her roſy Lips he found : 

Where he in Tranſports met his Death, 
And dropt upon the Ground, 

Enjoy, bleſt Bee, enjoy thy Fate, 
Nor at thy Fall repine; 

Since Kings would quit their royal State, 
To ſhare a Death like thine. 


SONG 
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A S. near Porto Bello lying, 
On the gently ſwelling Flood; 
At Midnight with Streamers f yi1g, 
Our triumphant Navy rode: 
There, while Vernon ſat all glorious 
From the Spaniards late Defeat, 
And his Crews with Shouts victorious, 
Drank Succeſs to England's Fleet: 


On a ſudden, ſhrilly-ſounding, 


Hideous Yells and Shrieks were heard ; 
Then, each Heart with Fear —_— 
A fad Troop of Ghoſts appear d 
All in dreary Hammocks td, | 
Which for Winding-Sheets they wore ; 


And with Looks by Sorrow clouded, 


' Frowning on that hoſtile Shore. 

On them gleam'd the Moon's wan Luſtre, 
When the Shade of Hofier brave 

His pale Bands was ſeen to muſter, 
Pay. from their wat'ry Grave: 
O'er the glimm ring Waves he by'd him; 
Where the Burford rear'd her Sail, 


With Three Thouſand Ghoſts befide him, 


And in Groans did Vernon hail, 
Heed, oh heed ! our fatal Story, 

I am Hofier's injur'd Ghoſt ; 
You who now have purchas'd Glory 
At this Place where I was loſt; 
Tho' in Porto Bello's Ruin 

'You now triumph free from Fears; 


When you think of our Undoing, 


You will mix your Joys with Tears. 


See theſe mournful Spectres fi 
Ohaſtly o'er this bated Wave, 

Whoſe wan Cheeks are ftain'd with Weeping z 
Theſe were Gagliſh Captains brave; 


| Mark thoſe Numbers pale and horrid, | 


Who were once tny Sailors bold, 
hangs his drooping Forehead, 


Lo, each 
| While dilmal Fate i told, 


F; 
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1, by twenty Sail attended, 
Did this Spaniſh Town affright, 
Nothing then its Wealth 
But my Orders not to fight; 
Oh! that in this rolling Ocean 
I had caſt them with Diſdain, 
And obey d my Heart's warm Motion, 
To have quell'd the Pride of Spain. 
For Reſiſtance I could fear none, 
But with Twenty Ships bad done, 
What thou, brave and happy Vernon, 
Haſt atchiev'd with fix alone. 
Then the Baſtimento's never 
Had our foul Diſhonour ſeen, 
Nor the Sea the ſad Receiver 
Of this gallant Train had been. 
Thus, like thee, proud Spain diſmaying, 
And her Galleons leading home, 
Tho” condemn'd for diſobeying, 
T had met a Traytor's Doom; 
To have fallen, my Count 1 
He has play'd an Cry ey, 


Had been better far than dying 


Of a griev'd and broken Heart. 
Unorepining at thy Glory, 
Thy ſucceſsful Arms we hail, 


But remember our ſad Story, 
And let Hoſier's Wrongs prevail: 


| Sent on this foul Clime to languiſh, 


Think what Thouſands fell in vain, 
Waſted with Diſeaſe and Anguiſh, 
Not in glorious Battle ſlain. 
Hence with all my Train attending 
From their oozy Tombs below; 
Thro* the hoary Foam aſcending, 
Here I feed my conſtant Woe : 


Here the Baſtimento's viewing, 


We recal our ſhameful Doom, 
And our plaintive Cries renewing, 


Wander thro” the * Gloom. 


— 
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O'er theſe Waves for ever mourning, 
Shall we roam depriv'd of Reft ; 
If, to Britain's Shores returning, 
You negle& my juſt Requeſt ; 


After this proud Foe ſubduing, 


When your Patriot Friends you ſee, 
Think on Vengeance for my Ruin, 
And for England ſham'd in me. 


As, ona Sun- ſhine Summer's Day, 


I to the green Wood bent my Way; 
That lonely Path my Fancy tool 
Was guided by a Silver Brook: 
And truſt me, truſt me, all I meant, 
Was to be pleas'd, and innocent. 
Upon its flow'ry Banks I fat, 
Regardleſs or of Love or Hate, 
So took my Pipe, and *gan to play 
The jolly Shepherds Roundelay : 
And truſt me, truſt me, &c, 
All in the ſelf- ſame ſhady Grove, 
Youthful Sylvia chanc'd to rove, 


And, by its Echo led, drew near, 


My rural oaten Reed to hear; 
But ſurely, ſurely, all ſhe meant, &c. 
I held her by the glowing Hand, 
She ſomething ſeem'd to underſtand ; 
Her ſwelling Sighs, her melting Look, 
That ſomething too, too plainly ſpoke : 
But truſt me, but truſt me, &c. 
S O N G 1 56. 
A S on a vernal Ev' ning fair, 
Damon and Celia (happy Pair) 
Sat on a flow'ry Bank inclin'd : 
Beneath a fragrant Myrtle Shade, 


While their young Offspring round em play d, 


Thus raviſh'd Damon op'd his Mind, 
Oh ! what happy State is this, 
My Celia! what a Heav'n of Bliſs 
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Des Love, pure, lawful Love ſupply. 
Whether I turn my Look — 
Or yonder Infant Charmers ſee ; 
Still Views of Joy ſalute my Eye. 
Life's higheſt Bleſſings all are mine, 
And doubly fo by being thine, 
Dear Crown of all that I enjoy. 
No anxious, guilty Thoughts I find, 
To diſcompoſe my Peace of Mind: 
Pure Love yields Sweets without. Alloy. 
1 draw no ruin'd Virgin's Tear, 
No injur'd Parent's Curſe I hear; 
I dread no violated Laws ; 
I loſe no Honour, waſte no Wealth, 

With no Diſeaſes wound my Health, | 
Foul, as the ſhameful Crime, their Cauſe, 
Our holy Union Heav'n approves, 

And ſmiles indulgent on our Loves 

As our unnumber d Bleſſings ſhow : 
Oh! let our Virtue then improve, 
Let us ſecure more Bliſs above; 


For more we cannot with below. 
S O N G 157. 
\ S Sylvia in a Foreſt lay, 


To vent her Woes alone, 
Her Swain Philander paſs'd that Way, 
And heard her dying Moan, 
Ah! is my Love, ſaid ſhe, to you 
So worthleſs and ſo vain ? 
Why is your uſual Fondneſs now 
Converted to Dildain ? 
You vow'd, The Day ſhould Darkneſs turn, 
Ere you'd forſake your Love; 
In Shades now may Creation mourn 
Since you unfaithful prove, 
Was it for this I credit grave 
To ev' ry Oath you ſwore ? | 
But ah ! it ſeems they moſt deceive, 
Who moſt our Charms adore. 
DS 
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"Tis plain your Aim was all Deceit, e 
The Practice of Mankind: 
Alas! I ſee it. — but too late, 
My Love before was blind. 
What Crime, Philander, have I done, 


For Cruelty ſo great — —7 
Yes, —for your ſake ede TY 
And hugg'd you into Hate. | 


For you, delighted I could die, 
But oh ! with Grief I'm fill'd, 

To think that fooliſh, conſtant I, 
Should by yourſelf be kill'd. 


But what avail my ſad Complaints, 


While you my Cauſe neglect ? 

My Watling inward Sorrow vents, 
Without the wiſh'd Effect. 

This ſaid, —2ll breathleſs, fick and pale, 
Her Head upon her Hand, 


She found her vital Spirits fail, 


And Senſes at a ſtand. 


Philander now begins to melt, 
But ere the Word was ſpoke, 
The heavy Hand of Death ſhe felt, 
And her poor Heart was broke. 
3 „ 83 0 68 258 
A S ſoon as the Chaos was turn d into Form, 
And the firſt Race of Men knew a Good from a 
They quickly did join . [Harm ; 
In a Knowledge divine, a 
That the World's chiefeſt Bleſſings were Women and 
Wine: 5 
Since when by Example, improving Delights, 
Wine governs our Days, Love and Beauty our Nights: 
Love on then, and drink, _- 
"Tis a Folly to think, 
On a Myſtery out of our Reaches ; 
Be moral in Thought, 
| To be merry's no Fault, 
Tho" an Elder the contrary preaches : 


For 


mg 
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For never, my Friends, 
Never, never, my Friends, 
Never, never, my Friends, was an Age of more Vice, 
Than when Knaves would ſeem pious, and Fools would 
ſeem wiſe, 


S O N G 159. 


A 5 Sparabella penſive lay 
In dreary Shade along, 


With woful Mood, the Love-lorn Maid, 


Thus wail'd in plaining Song. 

The Tears forth ſtreaming from her Eyes, 
Adown her Cheeks faſt flow ; 

Her Eyes, which now no longer ſhine, 
Her Cheeks no longer glow. 


Ah, well-a-day ! Does Collin then 
Make Mock of all my Smart ? 


Has he fo ſoon forgot his Vows, 


Which won my Maiden Heart ? 
Ah, witleſs Damſel! why did I 
So ſoon myſelf refign ? 
Ah! why did'ſ thou, falſe Shepherd, fay 
Thy Heart ſhou'd ftill be mine ? 
Oh! Collin, Collin, call to mind 
What you to me did ſay, 
As we in yonder Field were laid 
Beneath the cocking Hay; 
Whilſt tenderly 1 ſtroak*d thy Cheeks, 
My Apron o'er thee ſpread, 
Snatch'd haſty Kiſſes from thy Lips, 
And lull'd thy leaning Head. 


Did you not ſwear, that Hounds ſhou'd firſt 


With tim*rous Hares unite ; 

The Fox with Geeſe, with Lambs, the Dog; 
And with the Hen, the Kite: 

The Moon (that roves like thee) ſhou'd fail ; ; 
The Stars, benighted prove; 

The Sun (that burns like me) ſhou'd ceaſe 
To ſhane, ere thou to love ? 
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Ob! then let wide Confuſion reign, 
The Hound with Hares unite ; 


The Fox with Geeſe ; with Lambs, the Dog ; 


And with the Hen, the Kite : 


Thou Sun, no more with Glory ſhine ; 


Ye Stars, extinguiſh'd be ; 


Drop down, thou Moon, and fall to Earth, 


For Collin's falſe to me. 


The Damſel thus, with Eyes brimful, 
Rehears'd her piteous Woes ; 
When the perceiv'd her fading Life 
Draw near, alas | its Clofe. 
But firſt, forewarn'd by me, poor Maid, 
Ah! Maid no more, ſhe cry'd, 
Ye Laſſes all, ſhun flatt'ring Swains ; 
Then clos'd her Eyes and dy'd. 
S O N G 1560. 
A 8 Sparks fly upwards, Man is born 
To Sorrow and to Trouble; 
But he that takes to him a Wife, 
Doth make his Burthen double ; 
For Women we have always found, 
In Strife and Miſchief to abound : 
Of Man they make a Bubble, 
Of Man, &c. 


Oh! Job he was a patient Man, 
He liv'd in ſpite o'th* Devil; 


Tho' Goods and Chattles all were loſt, 


Yet Job was very civil : 
But when he took to him a Nurſe, 


She prov'd indeed his greateſt Curſe ; 


Ah! ſhe prov'd his greateſt Evil, 
Ah! the prov'd, &c. | 
'Oh ! Sampſon was a mighty Man, 
He fill'd the World with Wonder ; 
With Jaw-bone he Philiſtines ſlew, 
His Blows did ſound like Thunder ; 
But when with Dalilah he toy'd, 
The Sorc'reſs ſoon his Strength 
She quickly brought him under; 
She 8 &e. 


I 

King David was an upright Man, 

I tell to you no Fiction, 

Until that Beerſheba he ſaw, 
That pretty pleafing Vixen, 

When he her naked Body view'd, 

He found his Goodneſs ſoon ſubdu d; 
She wrought him great Affliction, 
She wrought, &c. 

King Solomon was the wiſeſt Man 
That ever try'd with Woman ; | 

When he had try'd the Set all round, 

The Virtuous and the Common, 

They're all alike, he wiſely cry'd, 

Vexation, Vanity and Pride 
They merit Praiſe of no Man, 

They merit, &c. 

The poor Man he goes out to Work, 
As hard as he is able; 

At Night when he comes home well tir'd, 
She bids him rock the Cradle ; 

And if the ſame he doth refule, 

The ſaucy Puſs will him abuſe, 

And thump him with the Ladle, 
And thump, &c. 


The Thief that rides up Holbourn- Hill, 


To Oliver Cromwell's Palace, 


May find ſome Friend perchance ftep in, | 


To ſave him from the Gallows : 
Oh! no, he eries, drive on to Gib, 
F'll ne'er be Slave to my own Rib, 

Drive on the Cart, good Fellows, 

Drive on, &c. 

S ON G 16. 
AS ſwift as Time put round the Glaſe, 
And huſband well Life's little Space ; 

Perhaps your Sun, which ſhines fo bright, 
May ſet in everlaſting Night. | | 
Or if the Sun again ſhou'd riſe, 


Death, ere the Morn, may cloſe your Eyes; 


Then drink before it be too late, 
And ſnatch the preſent Hour from Fate, 


| 
14 
| 
| 
| 
. 
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8 
A 8 — Delian God 
o fam'd Helicon, 


Prom —— s High Court deſcended down, 
There the tuneful Muſes playing he found 


A Sonata divinely rare 


When Thalia touch'd the charming Flute, 


Erato ftruck the warbling Lute ; 
And Clio's Treble joining to't, 


Made the Harmony beyond compare. 


Then Euterpe's full Baſs 
The ſweet Conſort did raiſe, 


And with ſweet Pleaſure each Senſe was alarm'd : 


Ev*ry Note was enjoy'd, 
Ev'ry Hand was employ d, 


But, 4 his dear Calliope ſung 
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As the Snow in Vallies lying, 


Soon diſſolves and runs away; 
So the Beauties, ſo the Graces 
Of the moſt bewitching Faces, 

At approaching Age decay. 

As a Tyrant, when degraded, 
Is deſpis d, and is upbraided 
By the Slaves he ace controul'd 


Is contemn'd by e Lover, 


Grieving, 
Are th” 
Soft Careſſes, am rous Glances 


——— and Pining, 


Are the bleſt Effects ef Love, 


With Sounds of Joy the flow' ry Vallies rung ; 
Apollo gaz'd, and filent was his Jung 


Ah! then the God — mas. of 
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Phœbus his warm Beams applying, 


5 


So the Nymph, if none could move her, 


When her Charms are growing old. 
Melancholick Looks and Whining, 


| your 1 
Melting Sighs, tranſporting Trances, 


—— 
„ 
Fair ones ! while your Beauty's blooming, 
Employ Time, leſt Age reſuming 09 o- 

What your Youth profuſely lends ; 
You are robb'd of all your Glories, 
And condemn'd to tell old Stories 

To your unbelie ving Friends. 

S O N G 164. 
AS Tippling John was jogging on, 
Upon the Riot Night ; 

With tott'ring Pace, and fiery Face, 

Suſpicious of high Flight : 
The Guards who took him by his Look, 

For ſome chief Firebrand, | 
Ask'd whence he came, what was his Name , 

Who are you ? ſtand, Friend, ſtand. 
I'm going home, from Meeting come. 
Ay, fays one, that's the Caſe, 

Some Meeting he has burnt, you ſee, 

The Flame's ſtill in his Face. 


John thought twas time. to purge his Crime, 


And ſaid, my chief Intent 

Was to aſſwage my thirſty Rage 
I'th' Meeting that I meant. | 

Come, Friend, be plain, you trifle in vain, 
Says one, pray let us know, 

That we may find how you're inclin'd, 
Are you High Church or Low ? 

John faid to that, I'll tell you what, 
Toend Debates and Strife, 

All L can fay, this is the Way 

I fteer my Courle of Life. 


I ne'er to Bow nor Burgeſs go, 
To Steeple-houſe nor Hall ; 

The briſk Bar- bell beſt ſuits my Zeal, 
With, Gentlemen, dy'e call? 

Gueſs then am I Low Church or High, 
From that Tow'r or no Steeple, 

Whoſe merry Toll exalts the Soul, | 
And muſt make high- flown People. 


$ 
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The Guards came on, and look'd at John, 
With Countenance moſt pleaſant : 
By Whiſper round they all ſoon found, 
He was no damag'd Peaſant : 
Thus while John food, pate 
their Deciſion, 
Damn him, ſays one, let him be gone, 
He's of our own Religion. 
SON G 165. 
A 5 vainly wiſhing, gazing, dying, 
The fond Narciſſus lay; 
Kind Echo, to his Sighs replying, 
| Theſe Words was heard to ſay : 
Ah ! wretched Swain, by Pride betray'd, 
That Pois ner of the Mind; 
That Vice by none but Fools obey d, 
. That Teſt of Souls deſign d; 
That dang'rous Ill, which ne er is found 
In ſuch as with Minerva's Gifts are erown' d. 
What will you do when Time decaying 
| That lovely beauteous Face, 
And you the Laws of Fate obeying, 
| Muſt to old Age give Place ? 
Old Age, which comes with Swiftneſs on; 
| Tour haſty Minutes fly: 
Some Part of what you were is gone 
Deforming Death is nigh : 
When Time and Pain your Charms: abate, | | 
How will you then this Chryſtal Mirror hate? 


The God of Love you're now offending, 
He looks with Anger down ; 
And while you're on yourſelf attending, 
Regardleſs of his Frown, 
He'll make you curſe that fatal Hour 
In which you hither came: 
When he makes known his wond'rous Pow'r, 
You'll your Indiff rence blame; 
And wid wins you'd kinder prov'd 
And lefs, much leſs, your own Pexfettions low d. 
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Be gone be gone be fill replying, 
Felt an inward _ 

And ſlill the wat'ry eying, 
For himſelf did languiſh : 

The pitying Nymph flood grieving by 

| To ſee his vain Deſire; 

| With out-ſiretch'd Arms the heard him cry, 
O why doſt thou retire ? 

Why does this dear attracting Shape 

From my Embrace with ſo much Haſte eſcape ? 


While thus he was himſelf admiring ; 
The cruel ſportive Pow'r, 
Who ſaw his Reaſan was expiring, 

Transform'd him to a Flow'r: 

The Nymph amaz d, the Wonder view d, 
And wou' d not thence remove; 

At length the by her Grief ſubdu'd, 
An empty Voice did prove: 

Both were to Folly Viftims made, 

She by her Fondneſs, he by Pride betray'd. 


$ O0 N G 166. 
A S unconcern'd and free 23 _ 
I did retain my 
Laugh'd at the Fetters of the Fair, 
And ſcorn'd a beauteous Slave to be: 
*Till your bright Eyes ſfurpriz'd my Heart, 
And firſt inform'd me how to love; 
Then Pleaſure did invade each Part, 

Yet to conceal my Flame I ſtrove. 

As Indians at a Diſtance pay 
Their awful Reverence to the Sun; 
And dare not till he'll bleſs the Day, 

Seem to have any thing begun : 
Thus I reft, till your Smiles invite, 
| My Looks and Thoughts 1 do conſtrain 5 
And tremble to expreſs Delight, 

Unleſs you pleaſe to caſe my Pain. 


( 120 ) 
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A S walking forth to view the Plain, 
Upon a Morning early, 
While May's ſweet Scent did chear my Brain, 
From Flowers which grew fo rarely; 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty Maid, 
She ſhin'd, tho? it was fogie ; 
I aſk'd her Name; Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
My Name 1s Katharine Ogie. 


I ſtood a while, and did admire 
JT Toſeea Nymph ſo ſtately z 0 
So briſk an Air there did appear 
In a Country- maiĩd fo neatly : 
Such natural Sweetneſs ſhe —— 
Like a Lily in a Bogie: 
Diana's ſelf was ne'er array d 
Like this ſame Katharine Ogie. 


Thou Flow'r of Females, ' Beauty's Queen, 
Who ſees thee, ſure moſt prize thee : 

Tho? thou art dreſi'd in Robes but mean, 
Yet thoſe cannot diſguiſe thee : 

Thy handſome Air, and graceful Look, 

Far excels any clowniſh Roguie, 

Thou'rt Match for Laird, or Lord, or Duke, 


My charming Katharine Ogie. 
O were I but ſome Shepherd-Swain 
To feed my Flock befide thee, 
At Boughting time to leave the Plain, 
In milking to abide thee ; 
I'd think myſelf a happier Man, 
With Kate, my Club and Dogie, 
Than he that hugs his Thouſands ten, 
Had I but Katharine Ogie. 
Then I'd deſpiſe th* Imperial Throne, 
And Stateſmens dangerous Stations ; 
I'd be no King, I'd wear no Crown, 
I'd ſmile at conquering Nations: 
Might I careſs, and ſtill poſſeſs 
The Laſs of whom I'm vogie ; | 
For theſe are Toys, and ſtill look leſs, 
Compar d with Katzarias Ogie. 
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For me ſo fine a Creature, 
Whoſe Beauty rare makes her exceed 
All ather Works in Nature; 
Clouds of Deſpair furround my Love, 
That are both dark and fogie : 
Pity my Caſe, ye Pow'rs above, 
Elſe I die for Katharine Qgie, 
8 O N G 1568. 
A 5» when en Mountain- heads, 
With ſudden Spring of Light, 
The Sun his Splendor ſpreads, 
T2 ind the AT es 
From Mariana's Eyes 
Love throws a flaſhing Dart, 
That wounds with gay Surprize, 
And fefters in the Heart. 


At dead of Night, when Care 
Forſakes each tortur'd Breaft, 
I only, thro' Deſpair, 
Am barr'd from gentle Reſt. 
When Morning Beams diſpel 
The gloomy Shades of Night, 
Redoubled is my Hell, 
While others reap Delight. 


At Noon, when Day's inthron'd 

My Sorrows grow intenſe ; 
Nor is my Caſe bemoan d, 

When filent Hours commence, 
Then haſten, friendly Death, 

And eaſe me of my Woe—— 
Who would not yield his Breath, 

When Love's — his Foe 1 

$ © N G 169, 
A SE me not how calmly I, 
All the Cares of Life defy, 

How I baffle human Woes, 
Woman, Woman, Woman knows. 


* M 


But I fear the Gods have not decreed 


You 
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You may live and laugh as I, 
You like me may Care defy. 

All the Pangs the Heart endures, 
Woman, Woman, Woman cures. 
Aſk me not of empty Toys, | 
Feats of Arms and drunken Joys; 
I have Pleaſure more divine, 
Woman, Woman, Woman's mine, 


Rapture more than Folly knows, 


More 


than Fortune can beftow ; 


Flowing Bowls and conquer d Fields, 
Woman, Woman, Woman yields. 

Aſk me not of Woman's Arts, 
Broken Vows, and faithleſs Hearts ; 


Tell the Wretch that pines and grieves, 
Woman, Woman, Woman lives. 


All Delights the Heart can know, 


More 


Wealth of Worlds, and Crowns of Kings, 


than Folly can beſtow ; 


Woman, Woman, Woman brings. 


AS 
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K me, why I ſend you here 


This Firſtling of the infant Year ? 


Aſk me, why I ſend to you 


This Primroſe all be-pearl'd with Dew? 


I muſt whiſper to your Ears, 


The Sweets of Love are waſh'd with Tears. 


Aſk me, why this Roſe doth ſhow 
All yellow, green, and fickly too ? 
Aſk me, why the Stalk is weak ? 


And yielding each Way, yet not break ? 


I muſt tell you, theſe diſcover 


What Doubts and Fears are in a Lover. 


A SK not the Cauſe, why ſudden Spring 
So long delays her Flow*rs to bear ? 


S O0 N G 
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Why warbling Birds forget to ſing, 


And Winter Storms invert the Year ? 


Chloris is gone, and Fate provides, 


To make it Spring where ſhe reſides, 
| 5 | 


Chlons 
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Chloris is gone, the cruel Fair; 
She caſts not back a pitying Eye; 

But left her Lover in Deſpair, 

| To figh, to languiſh, and to die: 
Ah, how can thoſe fair Eyes endure 

To give the Wounds they will not cure ! 


Great God of Love, why haſt thou made 

A Face that can all Hearts command, 
That all Religions can invade, 

And change the Laws of ev'ry Land? | 
Where thou had'ſt plac'd ſuch Pow'r before, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have made her Mercy more. 
When Chloris to the Temple comes, 

Adoring Crowds before her fall; 

She can reſtore the Dead from Tombs, 

And ev'ry Life but mine recal : 

I only am by Love defign'd h 
To be the Victim for Mankind. 


S0 8 172. 
SSIST your vot' ry, friendly nine, 
Inſpire becoming lays ; | 
Cauſe Celia's matchleſs beauty ſhine, 
Till heaven and earnh ſhall blaze. 
She's pleaſant as returning light, 
Sweet as the morning ray, 
When Phœbus quells the ſhades of night, 
And brings the chearful day. 


Her graceful forehead's wondrous fair, 

As pureſt air ſerene; | 

No gloomy paſſion riſing there, 
O'ercaſt the peaceful ſcene : 

Her ſmall bright eye-brows finely bend, 
Tranſport darts from her eyes ; 

The ſparkling diamond they tranſcend, 
Or ſtars which gem the ſkies. 

A riſing bluſh of heavenly dy 
O' er her fair cheek ſtill glows ; 

Her ſhining locks in ringlets ly, 
Well ſhap'd and ſiz d her noſe ; 

1 
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Her ſmiling lips are lovely red, 
Like roſes newly blown ; v. 
Her iv'ry teeth (for moſt part kid) Ne 
You'd wiſh for ever ſhown. Ne 
Her ſnowy neck and breafts like glaſs, TS aj 
Or poliſh'd marble ſmooth, | | 
That nymph's in beauty far ſurpaſs | = 
Who fir d the Trojan youth; | 4 
Her ſlender waiſt, — arm and hand, 4 w; 
u does grace : You 
What's bd fro from theſe (if you demand) | No 
Let lively fancy trace. | Nor 
A ſprightly and angelick mind B 
Reigns in this comely frame, | A ; 
With decent eaſe acts unconfin'd, 
Inſpires the whole like flame ; | I'fp 
Minerva or Diana's flate, C: 
With Venus ſoftneſs join'd, I M1 
Proclaim her goddeſs, meant by fate, I M 
Love's rightful queen deſign'd. | And 
Good gods ! what raptures fire my ſoul! Fo 
How flutters my fond heart ! | Y Said | 
When tender glances art controul, x To 
And love ſuppreſs' impart. And t 
Propitious pow'rs, make Celia mine, f W} 
Complete my dawning bleſs; | The 
At monarch's pomp I'll not repine, pes 
Nor grudge their happineſs. Chear 
8 * N 3 173. The 
T a May- pole down in Kent, All D 
A Now ro with flow'ry Sweets was come, At! 


Nymphs with Swains to Dancing went, 
Each hop'd to bring the Garland home. 

When Amelia came they all gave way, 

Youths with Joy their Homage pay, 

Nymphs confeſs her Queen of May, 

No one was ever yet ſo gay. 


As her Skin the Lily fair, 
New-budding Roſe ber Mouth imparts. 
New-ftrung Cupid's Bow, her Hair; 
Eyes, his keeneſt Ebon Darts. 


When 
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When you do her Temper view, 
Young, but wiſe; admir d, yet true, 
Never charm'd with empty Shew, 
Ne'er indiſcreet, yet eaſy too. 
All around your Steps advance, 

Now foot it in a fairy Ring, 


Nimbly trip, and as you dance, 


Ever live, bright Amelia ! fing. 


With Boughs their Hearts of Oak beſet, 


Your brave Sires their Conqu*'ror met 
No Crown, but her Locks of Jet, 


Now does your free Allegiance get. 


80 BW 6 274. 
T Atrick Banks, on a Summer Day, 
At gloming, when our Flocks come in, 
I *ſpy'd a Laſſie young and gay, 
Came wandering thro' the Miſt her lane: 
My Heart grew light, I ran, I flang 
My Arms about her bonny Neck ; 
And there I kiſſed her fou lang, 
For Words they were to no Effect. 
Said I, my Laſſie, wilt thou gang 
To the Highland Hills the Earſe to learn, 
And there I'll give thee both Cow and Ewe, 
When we come to the Bridge of Earne: 
There's Meal come in at Leith, ne'er faſh, 
And Herrings at the Broomy-Law ; | 
Chezr up thy Heart, my loving Laſs, 
There's Gear to win we never ſaw. 


All Day when we have wrought enough, 
At Ev'n when we fit down to ſpin, 

And when the Sun gangs weft the Cleugh, 
And Winter's Froſt and Snow comes in. 

TI ſcrew my Drone, and play a Spring, 
Thus the weary Winter Night will end, 

Till the tender Kid and Lamb-time bring 
The pleaſant Summer back again. 

In the Highland Hills and Glens you'll ſee 
The Buck, the Tod, the Maulcin run, 

And on the Banks the Birds agre: 
To welcome up the Riſing Sun; 
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At Noon our Flocks ly down to Reft, 
In May the tender Blade appears, 

And Harveſt anſwers our Requeſt, 
Then never doubt on doleful Fears, 


May all the Gods of Love employ 
Their Art and Skill in pleaſing thee x 
Till fondly ſooth'd with Cupid's Boy, 
To wander up the Brae wi” me, 
We'll love and kiſs as lang's we can, 
And we will merry, merry be; 
Since that Life it ſelf is but a Span, 
It's a' be ſpent in pleaſing thee. - 
S O N S 175, 
A T Break of Day, poor Celadon 
Hard by his Sheep- folds walk d alone; 
His Arms a-croſs, his Head bow d = 
His oaten Pipe befide him thrown ; 
When Thirſis, hidden in a Thicket by, 
Thus heard the diſcontented Shepherd cry. 
What is it Celadon has done, 
That all his Happineſs is gone 
The Curtains of the Dark are drawn, 
And chearful Morn begins to dawn ; 
Vet in my Breaſt tis ever dead of Night, 


That can admit no Beam of pleaſant Light. 


Yon pretty Lambs do leap and play, 
To welcome the new kindled Day, 
Your Shepherd harmleſs, as are you, 
Why is he not as frolick-too, 
If ſuch Diſturbance th Innocent attend, 
How differs he from them that dare offend. 


Ye Gods ! or let me die, or live, 

If I muſt die, why this Reprieve, | 

If you would have me live, O why 

Is it with me as thoſe that die, 
I faint, I gaſp, I pant, my Eyes are ſet, 
My Cheeks are pale, and I am living yet. 
Ye Gods ! I never did withhold 
The fatteſt Lamb of all my Fold, 
But on your Altars laid it down, 
And with a Garland did it crown, 


1 
I. 


. 
Is it in vain to make your Altars fmolee ? 
Is it all one to pleaſe and to provoke? 

Time was that I could fit and ſmile, 

Or with a Dance the Time beguile ; 

My Soul, like that fmooth Lake, was ſtill 

Bright as the Sun behind yon Hill ; | 
Like yonder ſtately Mountains clear and high, 
Swift, ſoft, and gay, as that ſame Putterfly. 

But now within there's Civil War, 

In Arms my rebel Paffions are, 

Their old Allegiance laid aſide, 

The Traytors now in Triumph ride ; - 
That many- headed Monſter had thrown down 
Its lawful Monarch, Reaſon, from its Throne, 

See, unrelenting Sylvia, fee, 

All this, and more, is long of thee ; 

For e're I ſaw that charming Face, 
| Uninterrupted was my Peace; 

Thy glorious beamy Eyes have firuck me blind, 
To my own Soul the Way I cannot find. | 
Yet is it not thy Fault, nor mine, 
Heav'n is to blame, that did not ſhine 

Upon us both with equal Rays, 

It made thine bright, mine gloomy Days, 
To Sylvia Beauty gave, and Riches Store, 

All Celadon's Offence is, he is poor. 

Unlucky Stars poor Shepherds have, 

Whoſe Love is fickle Fortune's Slave: 

Thoſe golden Days are ont of Date, 

When every Turtle choſe his Mate : 
Cupid, that mighty Prince, then uncontronl'd, 
Now like a little Negro's bought and fold, 
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AT Cynthia's Feet I figh'd, I pray'd, 
And wept, yet all the while 


The cruel, unrelenting Maid 
Scarce patd me with a Smile, 


(128) 


Such fooliſh tim vous Arts as theſe- 


Wanted the Pow'r to charm, 
They were too innocent to pleaſe, 
They were too cold to warm. 
Reſoly'd I roſe, and ſoftly preſt 

The Lillies of her Neck; 
With longing, eager Lips I kiſt 
The Roſes of her Cheek. 


Charmed with this Boldneſa, fie lets, 


And burns with equal Fire ; 
To all my Withes ſhe conſents, 
And crowns my fierce Deſire. 
With Heat like this Pygmalion mov d, 
His Statue's icy Charms ; 


Thus warm'd, the marble Virgin lov'd, 


And melted in his Arms. 
SONG 177. 


T dead of Night, when Care gives Place, 


In other Breafts, to ſoft Repoſe, 
My throbbing Heart feels no Receſs, 
Since Love and Chloris are my Foes, 


At Morn, when Phebus from the Eaſt 


Repels the gloomy Shades of Night, 
The Grief that racks my tortur d Breaſt 
Redoubles at th' Approach of Light. 


At Noon, when moſt intenſe he ſhines, 


My Sorrows more intenſe are grown 
At Ev'ning, when the Sun declines, 

They ſet not with the Setting Sun. 
To my Relief then haften, Death, 

And eaſe me of my reſtleſs Woes : 


With Joy I will refign my Breath, 


Since Love and Chloris are my Foes. 
$ O N G 178, 


A T Dead of Night, when wrapt in Sleep, 


The peaceful Cottage lay; 
Paſtora left her folded Sheep, 


Her Garland, Crook, and uſeleſs Scrip: 


Love led the Nymph aſtray, 


Looſe, 
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Len, and undreſs d, the takes her Flight 
To a near Myrtle Shade; 

The contiines denn anne of hes Linde, 


To bleſs her raviſh'd Lover's Sight, 


And guide the charming Maid. 

His eager Arms the Nymph embrace, 
And to aſſwage his Pain, | 

His reftlefs Paſſion he obeys, 

At fach an Hour, in ſuch a Place, 
What Lover could contain ? 


In vain the call'd the conſcious Moon, 


The Moon no Succour gave 
The cruel Stars, unmov'd, look on, 
And ſeem'd to ſmile at what was done, 
Nor would her Honour ſave. 


Vanquiſh'd at laſt by pow 'rful Love, 
The Nymph expiring lay; 
No more ſhe figh'd, no more ſhe ſtrove, 
Since no kind Stars were found above, 
She bluſh'd, and dy'd away. | 
Vet blefs'd the Grove, her conſcious Flight 
And Youth that did betray; 
And panting, dying, with Delight, 
She blefs's the kind tranſporting Night, 
And curs'd approaching Day. 
S O N G 179. 
AT length I feel the Pow'r of Love 
No more preſerv'd by Reafon's Arms; 


| Reaſon, alas! in vain does prove, 


Before Maria's killing Charms. 
When firſt her Form, divinely fair, 
Refiftleſs ſtruck my raviſh'd Sight, 
Not knowing there was Danger near, 
I gaz'd with Wonder and Delight. 
But, oh! too late, I found her Eyes 
Could Pains, as well as Joys, impart ; 


From them a fatal Glance there flies, 


Which pierces me quite thro" the Heart. 


Bright 
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Bright Celia's Shape I have admir d, 
By blooming Chloe's Face been charm'd, 
Aminta's poinant Wit has fir'd, 
And Delia's Voice my Breaſt has warm d. 
Each Female could Delight inſpire, 
To ev'ry Charm I us'd to bow; 
But, oh! tho” each could raiſe Dette, 
I never, never lov'd till now. 
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A length, my cruel Fair, give o'er 
Your Frowns, and eaſe my Pain ; 
Tho? for awhile the Heavens lour, 
Yet ſoon they ſmile again. 
The Lightning not inceſſant flies, 
It quickly ſpends its [re ; 
But ſtill you blaſt me from your "_ 
With angry Shafts of Fire, 


E'en Tityus and Prometheus find 

From their wing'd Foe ſome Reft ; 

But Love, not as the Vultur kind, 

For ever gnaws my Breaſt. - 
Sometimes Ixion Reſt obtains ; 

His whirling Torments ceaſe ; 

But an eternal Round of Pains 

Ne'er lets me taſte of Eaſe, 

The weary Siſyphus forbears 
Sometimes to heave his Stone; 

Bat I, beneath a Weight of Cares, 

Am ever doom'd to groan. 

One only Hope for me remains, 

Which from theſe Wretches flies ; 

Kind Death will free me from my Chains, 

Death, more than Life, I prize. 


S ON G 131. 
A T Noon, on a Sun-ſhiny Day, 
The brighteſt Lady of the May, 
Young Chloris, innocent and gay, 


Sat knotting in a Shade, 


De Yor err de wev whe wane - wc; 


> 


Wh 
T 
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Each ſlender Finger play d its Part, 
With ſuch Activity and Art, 
As would inflame a youthful Heart, 
And warm the moſt decay'd. 


Her fav rite Swain by Chance came by, 
n 


He ſaw no Anger in her Eye; 
Yet, when the baſhful Boy drew nigh, 
She would have — afraid, 


She let her Iv'ry Needle fall, 

And hurl'd away the twiſted Ball 5 

But ſtrait gave Strephon ſuch a Call, 
As would have rais'd the Dead, 


Dear gentle Youth, is't none but thee ? 
With Innocence I dare be free; 
By ſo much Truth and Modeſty, 

No Nymph was e'er betray'd. 
Come, lean thy Head upon my Lap, 
While thy ſmooth Cheeks I ſtroke and clap, 
Thou mayſt ſecurely take a Nap ; 

Which he, poor Fool ! obey'd. 


She ſaw him yawn, and heard him ſnore, 

And found him faſt aſleep all o'er ; 

She figh'd, and could endure no more; 
But, ſtarting up, ſhe ſaid, 


Such Virtue ſhall rewarded be ; z 

For this thy dull Fidelity, 

Pl truſt thee with my Flocks, not me ; 3 
Purſue thy grazing Trade. 


Go, milk thy Goats, and ſhear thy Sheep, 
And watch all Night thy Flocks to keep ; 
Thou ſhalt no more be Jull'd aſleep 

By me, miſtaken Maid, 
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T Polwart on the Green 
If you'll meet me the Morn, 

Where Laſſes do convene 

To dance about the Thorn; 
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A kindly Welcome you ſhall meet 

Fra her wha likes to view 
A Lover and a Lad compleat, 

The Lad and Lover you. 
Let dorty Dames ſay na, 

As lang as e'er they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the Soa', 

While inwardly they blees ; 
But I will frankly ſhaw my Mind, 
And yield my Heart to thee ; 

Be ever to the Captive kind, 
That langs na to be free. 
At Polwart on the Green, 
Amang the new-mawn Hay, 
With Sangs and Dancing keen 
We'll paſs the heartſome Day. 
At Night, if Beds be o'er thrang laid, 
And thou be twinn'd of thine, 
Thou ſhalt be welcome, my dear Lad, 
To take a part of mine. 


s Oo N G uz. 


A T ſetting Day and rifing Morn, 
| With — that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
Tl of Heaven thy ſafe Return, 
With all that can improve thee. 
I'll vifit oft the Birken-Buſh, 

Where firſt thou kindly told me 
Sweet Tales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me. 

To all our Haunts I will repair, 
By Greznwood-ſhaw or Fountain; 
Or where the Summer-day I'd ſhare 
With thee, upon yon Mountain. 
There will I tell the Trees and Flowers, 


From Thoughts unfeign d and tender, 


By Vows you're mine, by Love is yours 
A Heart which cannot wander, 
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A T St. Ofyth by the Mill 
There lives a lovely Laſs ; 
Oh ! had I her Good-will, 
How gaily Life wou'd paſs. 


No bold intruding Care 


My Bliſs ſhou'd e'er deſtroy, 
Her Smiles wou'd gild Deſpair, 

And brighten ev'ry Joy. 
Like Nature's rural Scene, 

Her artleſs Beauties charm ; 
Like them, with Joy ſerene, 

Our wiſhing Hearts they warm; 
Her Wit, with Sweetneſs crawn'd, 

_ Steals ev'ry Senſe away, 

The lit"ning Swains around 

Forget the ſhort'ning Day. 
Health, Freedom, Wealth, and Eaſe, 

Without her taſteleſs are ; 
She gives them Pow'r to pleaſe, 

And makes them worth our Care 
Is there, ye Fates, a Bliſs 

Reſerv'd my future Share, 
Indulgent hear my With, 

And grant it all in her. 

SON G 135. 
A T the Cloſe of the Day, 
When the Bean-flow's and Hay 

Breath'd Odours in ev'ry Wind: 
Love enliven'd the Veins 
Of the Damſels and Swains z 


Each Glance and each Action was &ind, 


Molly, wanton and free, 
Kiſs'd, and fat on each Knee, 

Fond Ecſtaſie ſwam in her Eyes. 
See, thy Mother is near, 
Hark ! She calls thee to hear | 

What Age and Experience adviſe, 
Haſt thou ſeen the blithe Dove 
$*:;etch her Neck to ber _ 
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All glofly with Purple and Gold? | Þle: 
If a Kiſs he obtain, ö The 
She returns it again: in f 
What follows you need not be told. Nor 
Look ye, Mother, ſhe ery'd, | | Saure 
Vou inſtruct me in Pride, And 
And Men by Good- manners are won. The 
She who trifles with all Tra: 
Is leſs likely to fall YE * 
Than ſhe that but trifles with one, The 
Prithee, Molly, be wiſe, The 
Leſt by ſudden Surprize Nor 
Love ſhould tingle in ev'ry Vein: May 
Take a Shepherd for Life, : The 
And when once you're a Wife, | And 
Vou ſafely may trifle again. Till 
Molly ſmiling, reply'd, | 
Then I'll ſoon be a Bride ; : G 
Old Roger has Gold in his Chef, | A 
But I thought all you Wives, T 
Choſe a Man for your Lives, | A; 
And trifled no more with the reſt. The 
S O N G 13%. Ea 
AT was on the Hill Ther 
There lives a happy Pair, Fo 
The Swain his name is Will, Briſk 
And Molly 1s the fair. Sh 
Ten Years are gone and more, | And 
Since Hymen join'd theſe Two, Ar 
Their Hearts were one before With 
The Sacred Rites they knew. He 
Since which 2uſpicious Day, And 
Sweet Harmony does reign, In 
Both love, and both obey, | Kit g 
Hear this, each Nymph and Swain. | An 
If baply Cares invade, - But] 
As who is free from Care, Fai 
Th' imprefiion's lighter made, | Thus 
By taking each a Share, Th 
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Pleas'd with a calm Retreat, 
They've no ambitious View, 
In Plenty live, not State, 
Nor Envy thoſe that do. 
Sure Pomp is Empty Noiſe, 
And Cares increaſe with Wea!th ; 
They Aim at truer Joys, 
Tranquility and Health, 
With Safty and with Eaſe, 
Their preſent Life does flow, 
They fear no Raging Seas, 
Nor Rocks that lurk below. 
May ſtill a Steady Gale 
Their little Bark attend, 
And gently fill each Sail 
Till Life it {elf ſhall end. 
A T Wincheſter was a Wedding, 
The like was never ſeen, 
Twirt luſty Ralph of Reading, 
And bonny black Beſs of the Green; 
The Fiddlers were crowding before, 
Each Laſs was as fine as a Queen: 
There was a Hundred and more, | 
For all the whole Country came in; 
Briſk Robin led Roſe fo fair, | 
She look'd like a Lily of the Vale, 
And ruddy-fac'd Harry led Mary, 
And Roger led bouncing Nell. 
With Tommy came ſmiling Katy, 
He help'd her over the Stile, 
And ſwore there was none ſo pretty, 
In forty and fotty long Mile: 
Kit gave a green Gown to Betty, 
And lent her his Hand to riſe ; 
But Jenny was jeer'd by Watty, 
For looking blue under the Eyes : 
Thus merrily chatting all, | 
They paſs to the Bride-houſe along, 
With Johny and pretty fac'd Nancy, 
The faireſt of all the Throng. 


Plea:“ d 
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The Bridegroom came out to meet em, 

Afraid the Dinner was ſpoil'd, 
And uſher' d 'em in to treat em, 

With bak'd, and roafted, and boil'd. 
The Lads were ſo frolick and jolly. 

For each had his Love by his Side; 
But Willy was melancholy, 

For he had a Mind tothe Bride: 
Then Philip begins her Heat! h, 


And turns a Beer-glaſs on his Thumb, AT 
But Jenkin was reckon'd for à inking 
The beſt in Chriſtendom. a I re 
And now they had din'd, advancing | For 
Into the midſt of the Hall, | F 
The Fidlers firuck up for Dancing, — 
And jeremy led up the Brawl, | Our 
But Margaret kept a Quarel, | Yet 
A Laſs that was proud of her Pelf, Th: 
*Cauſe Arthur had ſtolen her Garter, F 
And ſwore he would tie it himſelf : The 
She ſtruggl'd, and bluſh'd, and frown'd, The 
And ready with Anger to (g/, Wit 
Cauſe Arthur in tying her Garter, | Wh 
_ Had ſhpt his Hand too high. | F 
And now for throwing the Stocking, And 
The Bride away was led; 1 
The Bridegroom got drunk, and was knocking | Wh 
For Candles to light em to Bed: | inſt 
But Robin finding him filly, E 


Moft friendly took him afide, 
The while that his Wife with Willy 
Was playing at Hooper's-hide : To 
And now the warm Game begins, 
The critical Minute was come, 
And Chatting, and Billing, and Kiſſing, 
Went merrily round the Room. 
Pert Strephon was kind to Betty, 
And blithe as a Bird in the Spring; 
And Tommy was fo to Katy, 
And wedded her with a Ruſh-Ring: 
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Sukie, that danc'd with the Cuſhion, 
22 from the Room had been gone, 
And Barnaby knew by her bluſhing, 
That ſome other — had been done: 
And thus of fifty fair Maids, 
That came to the Wedding with Men, 
Scarce five of the fifty were left ye, 
That fo did return again, 


S O N G 188. 


ATtend, all ye modern young Laſſes ſo gay. 
Let not ſuch baſe Envy your Fancy diſmay; 
J reſolve bent in your Cauſe do appear, 
For what is a Woman now, without an Air. 
For what is a Woman now, without an Air. 


Tho' Fame has declar'd with her oft-erring Sound, 

Our good ancient Dames were in Fardingales bound. 

Yet in other Extreams, the ſame Goddeſs declares, 

That they had as many vain Whimſies and Airs. 
For what is a Woman now &c. 


Their furbelow d ſcarves, and their Rumps, then the Taſtes 

Their Petticoats richly beſpangl'd and lac'd ; 

With Scarlet Silk Stockings to fet off their Ware, 

Which is plain, as with us, that they had their 4 
For what is a Woman now &c, 


And now tis the Faſhion, each ſpindle-ſhank'd Beau, 
In's ſcanty ſhort Garments, ſtruts on like a Crow; 
While we in our turn, in the Mode to appear, 
Inſtead of Curtailing, ſpread ours with an Air. 
For what is a Woman now &c. 
But yet if this Faſhion continues, then mine, 
From ſeven ſhall ſoon be extended to Nine; 
To maul ſuch poor Coxcombs in Spite of their Jeer, 
And we'll bang their Shins as we flaunt with ; an Airs 
For what is a Woman now &c. 


S O N G 139. 


UcusTvs crown'd with Majeſty, 
His weighty Cares removing, 
Beheld this World, but nought could ſpy, 
Worth Royal Thought, but Loving : | 
N 3 2 
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A Synod of the Gods appear, 
And vote their Sacred Senſe : 
That none but the divineſt Fair 
Should bleſs the greateſt Prince. 
Sophronia their Command obeys, 
Sophronia their chief Bleſſing ; 
With dove-like Innocence, her Face 
Was ſweet beyond expreſſing : 

A Time commanding Beauty muſt, 
While the World lafts, be fine ; 
And when the World is ſhook to Duft, 
The Sun will ceaſe to ſhine. * 


J cannot blame thee : Were I Lord 
Of all the Wealth thoſe Breaſts afford, 
I'd be a Miſer too, nor give | 
An Alms to keep a God alive. 
Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely Fair, 
On theſe cold Looks 4 lifeleſs Air; 
Prize him whoſe Boſom glows with Fire, 
With eager Love and ſoft Deſire. 
"Tis true thy Charms, O powerful Maid 
To Life can bring the filent Shade : 
Thou canft ſurpaſs the Painter's Art, 
And real Warmth and Flames impart. 
But oh ! it ne'er can love like me, 
I've ever lov'd, and lov'd but thee : 
Then, Charmer, grant my fond Requeſt, 
Say thou canſt love, and make me bleſt. 
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A Uld Rob Moris that wins in yon Glen, 
He's the King of good Fellows, and Wale of auld Men R 
Has Foui ſcore black Sheep, and Fourſcore too 


Auli Rob Moris is the Man ye maun Joo. 


Ha'd your Tongue, Mither, and let that abee, 
For his Eild and my Eild can never agree: 
They'll never agree, and that will be ſeen, 
For he is Fourſcore, and I'm but Fifteen. 


Ha'd your Tongue, Doughter, and lay by your Pride, 


For he's be the Bridegroom, and ye's be the Bride ; 
He ſhall lie by your Side, and kiſs ye too; 
Ayld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo. Auld 


len, 
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Auld Rob Moris I ken him fou weel, 
His A--it ticks out like ony Peet-creel, 


He's out-ſhinn'd, in-knee'd, and ringle-ey'd too; 


Auld Rob Moris is the Man Fl ne er loo. 


Tho' auld Rob Moris be an elderly Man, 
Yet his auld Braſs it will buy a new Pan ; 


Then, Doughter, ye ſhoudna be ſae ill to ſhoo, 
For auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo. 


But auld Rob Moris I never will hae, 


His Back is ſae tiff, and his Beard is grown grey; 


I had titter die than live wi' him a Year ; 
Sae mair of Rob Moris I never will hear, 
S O0 N G 19h 
A Uazri4, art thou mad, 
To let the World in me 


Envy Joys I never had, 
And cenſure them in thee ? 


Fill'd with Grief for what is paſt, 


Let us at length be wile, 
And the Banquet boldly taſte, 
Since we have paid the Prize, 
Love does eaſy Souls deſpiſe, 
Who loſe themſelves for Toys, 
And Eſcape for thoſe deviſe, 
Who taſte his utmoſt Joys. 
To be thus for Trifles blam'd, 
Like theirs a Folly is, 
Who are for vain Swearing damn'd, 
And knew no higher Bliſs, 
Love ſhould like the Year be crown'd 
With ſweet Variety 
Hope ſhould in the Spring be found, 
Kind Fears and Jealouly. 
In the Summer, Flowers ſhould riſe, 
And in the Autumn Fruit; 
His Spring doth elſe but mock our Eyes, 
And in - Scoff ſalute. i 
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A Urelia now one Moment loft, 


A Thouſand Sighs may after coſt : 
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Deſires may oft return in vain, 

But Youth will ne'er return again. 

The fragrant Sweets which do adorn 

The glowing Bluſhes of the Morn, 

By Noon are vaniſh' d all away: 

Then let's, Aurelia, live to Day. 


„ WV my 
He. A Wake, thou faireſt Thing in Nature, 
How can you fleep when Day does break? 
How can you ſleep, my charming Creature, 
When all the World you keep awake ? 
She. What Swain is this that fings ſo early 
Under my Window, by the Dawn ? 
He. *Tis one, my Dear, that loves you dearly ; 
Therefore in Pity eaſe my Pain. | 
She. Softly, elſe you'll wake my Mother, 
No Tales of Love ſhe lets me hear, 
Go tell your Paſſion to ſome other, 
Or whiſper ſoftly in my Ear. 
He. How can you bid me love another, 
Or rob you of your beauteous Charms? 
"Tis time you were wean'd from your Mother, 
You're fitter for your Lover's Arms. | 
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A Wake, ye drowſy Swains, awake, 
Behold the beauteous Morning break ; 
Aurora's Mantle grey appears, 
And Harmony ſalutes the Ears. 
The Lark has ſoar d a wond*rous Height, 
And, warbling, wings her airy Flight ; 
The Birds, ſoft-brooding o'er their Nefts, 
Inſtruct their Young from tuneful Breaſts. 
A thouſand Beauties fill the Plains ; 
Each Twig affords melodious Strains ; 
Thro' ev'ry Eaſtern Tree and Buſh, 
The Virgin-Day appears to bluſh. 
- Already Damon with his Crook 
Attends his Flock at yonder Brook; 
The charming Chloe's by his Side, 
Of all the Nymphs the Shepherd's Piids; 
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Have ſhut out Day, and all its by 
To revel in a Strumpet's Kiſs : 


While Rural Swains enjoy the Morn, 


And laugh at ev'ry — 
Nor envy their voluptuous Way; 
But, while they 8 enjoy che Day. 
O N 8 196. 
* away * we ve crown'd the Day, we ve crown'd 
the Day! 


The — — you all, 

Come in, come in, Boys, while you may 
Come in, come in, Boys, while you may. 

The jolly Horn, the roſy Morn, the refy Mor, 
The jolly Horn, the roſy Morn, 

With Harmony of deep-mouth'd Hounds ; 
Theſe, theſe, my Boys, are heavenly Joys, 

| Thele, theſe, my Boys, are heavenly Joys : 

A Sportman's Pleaſure knows no Bounds, 

A Sportman's Pleaſure knows no Bounds. 


The Horn ſhall be the Huſband” Fee, the Huſband" Fee, 
The Horn ſhall be the Huſband's Fee, 
And let him take it not in Scorn 
The Grave and Sage in ev'ry Age, 
The Grave and Sage in ev'ry Age, 
Have not diſdain'd to wear the Horn, 
Have not diſdain'd to wear the Horn. 
$ © KN 6 196. 

A WAY ye brave Fox-hunting Race, 

Away, away to a Burn Chaſe ; 
Let Aſhton Park alone to Day, 
For here will be the royal Play: 
See yonder's the Covert, » nt let's be ing, 
Throw, throw off the Finder's then, honeſt Will. Owen. 

Away ye brave, &c. [ Beagles Sounds. 


Unkennel quick, you blaky Ground, 
They'll heve a 8888 for a Pound; : Hark, 


» ( 142 ) 
Hark, hark to Soundwell, that's a noble Dog, 


Croſs him,” ye jolly Lads, heux, heux the Drag: 


The Fox has broke Covert, let one lay behind, 
We' ve had an Entappeſſe, ſhe runs up the Wind ; 3 
Otf with the Chaſe Hounds han, | 
Now, the Sportſman ſhew. 
Let Lillywhore and Czfar run; 
Toſſpat and Ruler, 
Cappyr and cooler, 
Pompey and Gallant, low em on. 
Spur, ſwitch, and then away, o'er Hedges, and Ditches» 
Without Fear of Necks, or gauling your Breeches : 
Blow a Retreat, blow, blow, Tantivee, tivee, tivee, tivee, 


If the runs down the Wind the may chance to deceive ye ; . 
A Recheat, a Recheat, Tivee, tivee, tivee, _ 


Pox on't we re baulk'd, for by my Soul, 

The Vixen's juſt non, earth d, "os heod's the Hole: 
Put in the Tarriers, faith tis ſo, 

She's crept at leaſt five Yards below 3 

They're working, hark, and lay at her ſo well, 
They'll make her bolt, tho *rwere as deep as Hell ; 


*Tis done, tis done, ſhe's ſnapp'd, ſhe's kill'd, 


Hollow brave Boys then from the Field, 
And jolly Huntſman blow poor Reynare's Knell, 
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AWAY with Sorrow and Whining, 
Your Rival is mighty, tis true; 
But can there be Reaſon in pining, 
While the Fair is conſtant to you? 


What tho” ſhe's in the midſt of Danger ? 
Virtue's the Shield of ber Heart ; 

No Flatt'ry, no Threats can change her, 
Who's Froof againſt Terror and Art. 

The honeſt, the innocent Lover, 
May reſt, or travel unarm'd ; 

What Creature will venture to move her 
By whom the Creation is charm'd ? 


=... W 
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When Horace was heedleſsly — 
In his Sab nian Grove, 
A Wolf, intent upon preying, 
Paſ'd by, and did Homage to Love. 
S ON G 198. 
A W AY with Suſpicion, 
That Bane to Deſire; 
The Heart that loves truly, all Danger defies 3 
The Rules of Diſcretion 
But flifle the Fire; 
On its Merit alone, true Beauty relies. 
What a Folly to tremble, 
Leſt the Lover diſſemble 
His Fire? 
Turtles that woo, 
Bill and coo, 
While we enjoy | - 
We muſt be true. 
And to repeat it is all, 
All! ve can deſire. 


8 O N 8 199. 
Way with the Cauſes of Riches and Cares, 
That eat up our Spirits, and ſhorten our Fears; 
No Pleaſure can be 
In State or Degree, 
But tis mingled with Troubles and Fears: 
Then periſh all Fops by Sobriety dull'd, 
While he that is merry reigns Prince of the World. 


The Quirks and the Zealots of Beauty and Wit, 
Tho' ſupported by Power, at laſt muſt ſubnut ; 
For he that is ſad; 
Grows wretched or mad, 
Whilſt Mirth like a Monarch does fit : 
It cheriſhes Life in the old and the young, 
And makes every Day to be happy and long. 
S O N & 200 
A W AY you Rover, 
For Shame give over, 
You play the Lover 
So like an Aſs; 


You 


EE (244) 
Loco tongs. FTIR 
Your faint performing 

We read in yaur Face, 


SON G 2ot 


AWful Hero, Marlbro', riſe ! 
| Sleepy Charms I come to break : 
me 

Lol thy Genius calls, awake. 
—— 
| records thy Life's great 

Tis a ſhort but crowded Span, 8988 
Full of Triumphe, full of Glory. 
1 

Sieges, 
Former +" 
Greatly fill each pompous Year. 
This is Blenheim's crimſon Field, 

Wet with Gore, with Slaughter ftain'd. 
Here retiring Squadrons yield, 

And a bloodleſs Wreath is gain'd, 


Ponder in thy God-like Mind 


All the Wonders thou haſt wrought z 


'Tyrants, from their Pride declin d, 
Be the Subject of thy Thought | 
Reſt thee here, while Life may 136 : 
Th? atmo Bli ts Man altow'd, 
Is to trace his Actions paſt, 
And to find em Great and Goad. 
But tis gone - O Mortal born! 
Swift the fading Scenes remove ·ͥ· 
Let em paſs with noble Scorn : 
Thine are Worlds which roll above. 
Poets, Prophets, Heroes, Kings, 
Pleas'd, thy ripe Approach foreſee ; 
Men who acted wond'rous Things, 
Tho' they yield in Fame to thee, 
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Foremoſt in the Patriot Band, 
Shining with diſtinguiſn d Day, 

See thy Friend Godolphin ſtand l 
See ! he beckons thee away. 


Yonder Seats and Fields of Light, 
Let thy raviſh'd Thought explore: 
Wiſhing, panting for thy Flight ! 
Half an Angel, Man no more. 
SON G 202. 
Bleche, aſſiſt us to Ling thy great Glory, 
Chief of the Gods, we exult in thy Story 3 
Wines firſt Projector, 
| Mankind” $ Protector, 
Patron to Topers, 
How do we adore thee. 
Wine's firſt Projector, &c. 
Friend to the Muſes, and Whet-ſtone to Venue, 
Herald to Pleaſures, when Wine wou'd convene us! 
Sorrow's Phyſician, 
When our Condition | 
In worldly Cares wants a Cordial to fkreen us. 
Nature ſhe ſmil'$, when thy Birth it was blazed : 
Mankind rejoic'd when thy Altars were raiſed; 
Mirth will be flowing, 
Whilſt the Vine's growing, 
And ſober Souls at our 2 


Bacchus, God of jovial Drinking, 


Keep th' enamour'd Fool from thinking, 
Teach him Wine's great Power to know: 


Heroes would be loſt in Battle, 

If not cheriſh'd by the Bottle, 
Wine does all that's great above, 
Wine does all that's great below. 

S O N G 2044 
PEauty be no more fo coy 
Nor look for — Courting z | 

Still to 28 and not enjoy 


1s but a Hell 8 
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For he who fancies any Face, 
He proves his own Vexation, 
Unleſs he can ſubdue the Place, 
And take full Satisfaction. 
To doat on one, where thouſands are, 
Tis held a wilful Madneſs ; 
For when they know you for them care, 
They triumph in your Sadneſs. 
Then fit not ſighing Day and Night; 
For one that proves ſo hollow; 
But caſt her off, and ſeem to light! 
O then ſhe'll fly to follow. 


Give me the Lady that is free, 
" That needs no tedious wooing; 

Not as Platonics ſeem to be, 

But ſtraightway fall to doing. 
For who doth compliment and court 

And takes no other Diet, 
May ſtarve before he comes to Sport, 

Or keep his Miſtreſs quiet. 

S 0 N © 205. 
BAcchus is a Pow 'r divine ; 
For he no ſooner fills my Head 

With mighty Wine, 
But all my Cares reſign, 


And droop, and droop, and fink down dead: 
Then, then the pleaſing Thoughts ty 


And I in Riches flow, 
At leaſt I fancy fo 
And without Thought of Want I fing, 


Stretch' ſt on the Earth, my Head all around, 
With Flowers weav' d into a Garland, crown' 


Then, then I begin to live, 


And ſcorn what all the World can ſhow or give. 


Let the brave Fools that fondly think 
Of Honour, and delight 


Ta make a Noiſe, a Noiſe, and fight, 


Co ſeek out War, whilſt I ſeek Peace, 


Whilt I ſeek Peace, ſeek Peace and Drink, 
Whilk I ſeek Peace, feok Peace and Drink, 
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Then fill my Glaſs, fill, fill it high; 
Some perhaps think it fit to fall and die: 
But when Bottles are rang'd, 

Make War with me, 
The fighting Fool ſhall ſee, 
| When I am ſunk, 
The Difference to lie dead, 
And lie dead drunk: 
The fighting Fool, &c. 
S O N G 206. 
Acchus muſt now his Power reſign, 
I am the only God of Wine ; 
It is not fit that Rogue ſhould be 
In Competition ſet with me, 
Who can drink ten times more than he. 
Make a new World, ye Pow'rs divine, 
Stock it with nothing elſe but Wine; 
Let Wine its only Product be, | 
Let Wine be Earth, be Air, and Sea, 
And let thatWine be all for me. 
Let other Mortals vainly wear 
A tedious Life in anxious Care : 
Let the Ambitious toil and think, 
Let States or Empires ſwim or fink, 
My ſole Ambition is to drink. 
S 0 N 8 205. 
Bacchus one Day gaily ſtriding 
On his never-failisg Tun, 
Sneaking empty Pots deriding, 
Thus addreſs'd each toping Son: 
Praiſe the Joys that never vaty, 
And adore the liquid Shrine; 
All Things noble, gay, and airy, 
Are perform'd by gen'rous Wine, 
Ancient Heroes, crown'd with Glory, 
Owe their noble Riſe to me; 
Poets wrote the flaming Story, 
Fu'd by my Divinity: 


bes | O 2 
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Tf my Influence is wanting, 
Mufic's Charms but ſlowly move; 
Beauty too in vain lies panting, 

Till I fill the Swain with Love. 

If you'd crown the laſting Pleaſure, 
Mortals this way bend your Eyes; 
From my ever-flowing Treaſure 

Charming Scenes of Bliſs ariſe. 
Here's the ſoothing balmy Bleſfing, 

Sole Diſpeller of your Pain 
Gloomy Souls from Care releaſing : 

He who drinks not, lives in vain. 

| | S O N G 208, 
BAlow » my Boy, lye ſtill and ſleep, 

It grie ves me ſore to hear thee weep ; 
Tf thou' lt be filent, I'll be glad, 
Thy Mourning makes my Heart full ſad: 
Balow, my Boy, thy. Mother's Joy, 
Thy Father bred me great annoy. 

Balow, my Boy, lie ſtill and ſleep, 

It grieves me ſore to hear thee weep, 
Balow, my Darling, ſleep awhile, | 
And when thou wak'ſt then ſweetly ſmile ; 
But ſmile not as thy Father did, 

To cozen Maids: nay God forbid ; 
For in thine Eye his Look I ſee, 
The tempting Look that ruin d me. 

| Balow, my Boy, &c. 
When he began to court my Love, 
And with his ſugar d Words to move, 
His tempting Face and flatt ring Chear, 
In Time to me did not appear; 
But now I ſee that cruel he 
Cares neither for his Bade nor me. 
Farewell, farewell, thou falſeſt Youth, 
That ever kiſt a Woman's Mouth; 
Let never any after me | 


Submit unto thy Courteſy, 


For, toc 
With fa: 
Balow 
Balow, 1 
When h 
Of Vows 
Preferr'g 
But now 
Make hit 
W. 


For, 
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For, if they do, O] cruel thou 
Wilt her abuſe, and care not how. 
Balow, my Boy, &c. 
J was too cred' lous at the firſt, | 
To yield thee all a Maiden durft ; 
Thou ſwore for ever true to prove, 
Thy Faith unchang'd, unchang'd thy Love; 


hut quick as Thought the Change is wrought, 


Thy Love's no more, thy Promiſe nought. 
Balow, my Boy, &c. 
I with I were a Maid again, 
From young Men's Flattery I'd refrain, 
For now unto my Grief I find 
They all are perjur'd and unkind : 
Bewitching Charms bred all my Harms, 
Witneſs my Babe lies in my Arms. 
Balow, my Boy, &c. 
I take my Fate from bad to worſe, 
That I muſt necds be now a Nurſe, 
And lull my young Son on my Lap, 
From me, ſweet Orphan, take the Pap ; 
Balow, my Child, thy Mother mild 
Shall wail as from all Bliſs exil'd. 
Balow, my Boy, &c. 


Balow, my Boy, weep not for me, 

Whoſe greateſt Grief's for wronging thee ; 

Nor pity her deſerved Smart, 

Who can blame none but her fond Heart ; 

For, too ſoon truſting lateſt finds 

With faireft Tongues are falſeſt Minds. 
Balow, my Boy, &c. 


Balow, my Boy, thy Father's fled, 

When he the thriftleſs Son has 2 - 

Of Vows and Oaths forgetful, he 

Preferr'd the Wars to thee and me. . 

But now, perhaps, thy Curſe and mine 

Make him eat Acorns with the Swine. 
Balow, my Boy, &c. 


Oz 
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But curſe not him, perhaps now he, 
Stung with Remorſe, is ble ſſing thee :. 
Perhaps at Death, for who can tell 
Whether the Judge of Heaven and Hell, 
By ſome proud Foe has ſtruck the Blow, 
And laid the dear Deceiver low, 

Balow, my Boy, &c, 
I wiſh I were into the Bounds 
Where he lies ſmother'd in his Wounds, 
Repeating as he pants for Air, 
My Name, whom once he call'd his Fair, 
No Woman's yet ſo fiercely ſet, 
But ſhe'll forgive, cho not forget. 

Balow, my Boy, &c. 
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B28 Sorrow, let's drink, and be merry Boys, 
Time flies ſwift, to-morrow brings Care, 
If you believe it, 
Drink, and deceive it, 
Wine will relieve it, 
And drown Deſpair 
Chor. The Sweets of of Wine are found in dolſeling, 
Its Juice divine, Mankind's chiefeſt Blefling : 
The Glaſs is thine, drink, there's no Exceſs in 
A Bumper or two, with a chearful Friend. 


*Tis Wine gives Strength, when Nature's exhauſted; 
Heals the fick Man, frees the Slave ; 
Makes the Stiff ſtumble, 
And the Proud humble, 
Exalts the Meek, 
And makes Cowards brave, 
Chorus, &c. 
| Tis Wine that prompts the tim'rous Lover; 
Be briſk with your Miſtreſs, Denials deſpi 
__ She'll cry, you'll undo her, 
But be a briſk Wooer, 
You'll gain the Prize, 
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auſted; 


3 
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"Tis Wine that baniſhes all worldly Sorrow, 
Then who'd omit the pleaſing Taſk ? 
Since Wine's ſweet Society 

Eaſes Anxiety, 
Damn dull Sobriety 
Bring t'other Flaſk. ; 
Chorus, &c. 
S0 N GC 210, 


BEauty and Love once fel at odds, 


And thus revil'd each other: 
Quoth Love, I am one of the Gods, 
And thou wait'ſt on my Mother: 
Thou had' ſt no Power on Man at all, 
But what I gave to thee ; 
Nor are you longer Sweet or Fair, 
Than Men acknowledge me. 
Away, fond Boy, then Beauty cry'd, 
We know that thou art blind : 
And Men of nobler Parts, when try'd, 
Our Graces better find: 
*T was I begot the mortal Snow, 
And kindled Mens Deſires; 
I made thy. Quiver and thy Bow, 
And Wings to fan thy Fires, 
Cupid in Anger flung away, 
And thus to Vulcan pray d, 
That he would tip his Shaft with Scorn, 
To puniſh this proud Maid; 
Jo ever fince Beauty has been 
But courted for an Hour; 
To love a Day is held a Sin 
*Gainſt Cupid and his Power. 


S O N G 211. 


Buty and Wit, illuſtrious Maid, 


Bright as to you belong, 
Charm all Mankind, without the Aid 
Of ſoft melodious Song. 


Why will you add, enchanting Fair, 


The Magick of your Voice, 


| By which in us you cauſe Deſpair, 


Yet make our Fate our Choice, 
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In vain to tempt Laertes* Heir 

Their Songs the Syren's try'd ; 
But cou'd their Notes with thine compare, 

He muſt have heard, and dy'd. 
Sing on, bright Maid, repeat each Strain, 

Tho' in each Strain's a Dart; 

We die by Pleaſure, not by Pain, 
| While thus you pierce the Heart. 
33 0 6 212. 
PEauty at beſt is a fickening Flower, 
It fades and decays as ſoon as tis blown : 
It palls on Enjoyment, and ſatiates the Lover, 
Tho? its Power the Rover did but lately own. 
Thus Roſes, when blooming, become the Delight, 
The Wonder, and Rapture of every Eye; 

But pluck'd from their Stems, they no longer delight, 

They ſhut up their Leaves, they ſicken, they die. 
'Then Chloe, be wiſe, lay hold of the Time, 

Conſent to my Wiſhes, and feaſt my Deſire ; 


Give no Bounds to your Pleaſure whilſt you're in your 


Age creeps with a flow, and a ling'ring Fire. [Prime, 
Ne'er mind the dull Precepts of rigid old Prudes, 
Who rail at Enjoyment, yet languiſh to know 
The Pleaſure their Virtue pretended excludes, | 
Their Looks, and their Wiſhes the contrary ſhow. 
S O0 N 6 213. 
Eauty from Fancy takes its Arms, | | 
And ev'ry common Face ſome Breaſt may move; 
Some in a Look, a Shape, or Air find Charms, 
To juſtify their Choice, or boaſt their Love; 
But had the great Apelles ſeen that Face, 
When he the Cyprian Goddeſs drew, 
He had neglected all the Female Race, | 
Thrown his firft Venus by, and copy'd you, 
In that Defign, | 
Great Nature would combine 
To fix the Standard of her ſacred Coin; 
The charming Figure had embrac'd his Fame, 
And Shrines been rais'd to Seraphina's Name. 
But fince no Painter e' er could take 
That Face which baffles all his curious Art; And 


ty 
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And he that ſtrives the bold Attempt to make, 
As well might paint the Secrets of the Heart. 


O happy Glaſs, I'll thee prefer, 
Content to be like thee inanimate, 
Since only to be gaz d on thus by her, 
A better Life and Motion would create. 
Her Eyes would inſpire, 
And like Prometheus Fire, 


At once inform the Piece, and give Defire 
The charming Phantom I would graſp, and fly 


O'er all the Orb, tho” in that Moment die, 
Let meaner Beauties fear the Day, 
Whoſe Charms are fading, and ſubmit to 


The Graces which from them it ſteals away, 


It with a laviſh Hand ftill adds to thine, 
The God of Love in Ambuſh lies, | 
And with his Arm ſurrounds the Fair ; 


He points his conqu' ring Arrows in theſe Eyes, 
Then hangs a ſharpned Dart at ev'ry Hair. 


As with fatal Skill, 
Turn which way you will, 


Like Eden's flaming Sword each Way you kill; 
So rip'ning Years improve rich Nature's Store, 


And give Perfection to the golden Ore. 
S ON 8 214 
BEauty is not what I pray, 
I aſk no ſhining Graces 3 
Celia has another Way, 
Without the Tricks of Faces, 
So our Humours ſtill agree, 
Kind Heav'n, it's enough for me, 
Mere Fruition is a Joy | 
But of a Moment's laſting, 
Fruit that doth ſo quickly cloy, 
It ſurfeits but with tafting : 
No true Bliſs in Love we find, 
Unlcſs two Bodies ſhare one Mind, 


Time; 


SONG 
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SON G 2786. 
REauty now alone ſhall move him, 

Mars ſhall know no Joy but Love, 
Let the wiſer Gods reprove him. 
Melting Kiſſes, 
Mutual Bliſles, 
Beauty charming, 
Love alarming, 
Raiſe the Soul to Joys above. 
Ss O N 8 216. 
RE gone, old Care, I prithee be gone from me z 
Be gone, old Care, you and I ſhall never agree: 
Long Time have you been vexing me, 
And fain you would me kill ; 
But i' faith, old Care, 
Thou never ſhalt have thy Will. 
Too much Care will make a young Man look grey, 
And too much Care will turn an old Man to Clay: 
Come you ſhall dance, and I will ſing, | 
So merrily we will play; 
For I hold it one of the wiſeſt things 
To drive old Care away. | 


HE. BE ſtill Oye Winds, and attentive ye Swains 
Tis Phæbe invites, and replies to my Strains; 
The Sun never roſe on, ſearch all the World thro', 

A Shepherd ſo bleſt, or a Fair-one ſo true. | 
SHE. Glide ſoftly ye Streams, O ye Nymphs round me 
Tis Collin commands, and enlivens my Song: [ throng, 
Search all the World o'er, you never can find 

A Maiden ſo bleſt, or a Shepherd ſo kind. 

BOTH. *Tis Love like the Sun that gives Light to the 
The ſweeteſt of Bleſſings, that Life can endear. [ Year, 
Our Pleaſures it brightens, drives Sorrow away, 

Gives Joy to the Night, and enlivens the Day. 

HE. With Phæbe beſide me the Seaſons how gay, 
And Winter's bleak Months are as pleaſant as May : 


The 


And lear 


SHE. 1 
Attend t 
Your H 
And lea! 


8 | 
Swains, 
trains; 
3 
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The Summers gay Verdure ftill ſprings as ſhe treads, 
And Linnets and Nightingales fing thro” the Meads, 
SHE.. When Collin is abſent, *tis Winter all round, 
How faint is the Sunſhine, how barren the Ground: 
Inftead of the Linnet and Nightingale's Song, 
I hear the hoarſe Raven croak all the Day long. 

Both. *Tis Love, &c. 
HE. O'er Hill, Dale and Valley, my Phæbe and I 
Together will wander, and Love ſhall be by : 
Her Collin ſhall guard her ſafe all the long Day, 
And Phæbe at Night, all his Pains ſhall repay, 


SHE. By Moonlight when Shadows glide over the Plain, 
His Kiffes ſhall chear me, his Arm ſhall ſuftain : 
The dark haunted Grove I can trace without Fear, 
And ſleep in a Church- yard if Collin is near. 

Both, Tis Love, &c. | 
HE. Ye Shepherds, that wanton it over the Plain. 
How fleeting your Tranſports, how laſting your Pain, 
Inconſtancy ſhun, and reward the kind She, | 
And learn to be happy from Phæbe and me. 
SHE. Ye Nymphs, who the Pleaſures of Love —— 
Attend to my Strains, and take me for your Guide ; 
Your Hearts keep from Pride and Inconſtancy free, 
And learn to be happy from Collin and me, 


Both. Tis Love, like the Sun that gives Light to the 
The ſweeteſt of Bleſſings, that Life can endear: | Year, 
Our Pleaſures it brightens, drives ſorrow away, 

Gives Joy to the Night, and enlivens the Day. 


TS 0 N 6 218. 


IBE wary, my Celia, when Celadon ſues, 


Theſe Wits are the Bane of your Charms : 
Beauty play'd againſt Reaſon will certainly loſe, 
Warring naked with Robbers in Arms, 

Young Damon, deſpis'd for his Plainneſs of Parts, 

Has worth that a Woman ſhould prize ; 5 

He'll run the Race out, tho” he heavily ſtarts, 
And diſtance the ſhort-winded Wiſe, 
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| Four Fool is a Saint in the Temple of Love, 
| And kneels all his Life there to pray; | 
| Your Wit but looks in, and makes haſte to remove, 
Tis a Stage he but takes in his Way. 
| S0 0, GC am. 
. | REfore the Urchin well cou'd go, 
j She Stole the Whiteneſs of the Snow, 
| And mare, that Whiteneſs to adorn, | 
She Stole the Bluſhes of the Morn : 
| Stole all the Sweetneſs /Ether ſheds 
: On Primroſe Buds and V1 let Beds. | 


Still to reveal her artful Wiles, 
She Stole the Graces Silken Smiles; 
She Stole Aurora's balmy Breath, | 
And pilfer d Orient Pearl for Teeth ; 
The Cherry dipt in Morning Dew, 
Gave Moiſture to ker Lips and Hue, 
Theſe were her Infant Spoils, a Store, 
And She in time Still pilfer'd more, | 
At twelve, ſhe Stole from Cyprus* Queen, 
Her Air, and Love-commanding Mien 
Stole Juno's Dignity, and Stole 
From Pallas, Senſe, to charm the Soul, 
Apollo's Wit was next her Prey; 
Her next, the Beam that lights the Day ; 
She ſung— amaz d the Syrens heard, 
And to aſſert their Voice appear d: 
She play'd—the Muſes from their Hill, 
Wonder d who thus had Stole their Skill. 
Great Jove approv'd her Crimes, and Art, 
ur And t'other Day ſhe Stole my Heart, 

i If Lovers, Cupid, are thy Care, 

bi Exert your Vengeance on this Fair; 

0 To Tryal bring her Stolen Charms, 

ö And let her Priſon be my Arms. 
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F 
3 Ehold, and liſten, while the Fair Till wit] 
i ** Breaks in ſweet Sounds the willing Air, 8 


A 
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And with her own Breath fans the Fire, 

Which her bright Eyes do firſt inſpire, 

What Reaſon can that Love controul, 

Which more than one Way courts the Soul ? 

So when a Flaſh of Lightning falls 

On our Abodes, the Danger calls | - 
For human Aid, which hopes the Flame | 
To conquer, though from Heaven it came; 

But if the Winds with that conſpire, 

Men firive not, but deplore the Fire. 


$ 0 N G 221. 


Ehold the ſweet Flowers around, 
=. With all their bright Beauties they wear, 
Vet none on the Plains ean be found 
So lovely, fo lovely as Celia is fair, 
So lovely as Celia is fair. 
Ye Warblers, come raiſe your ſweet Throats, 
No longer in filence remain, | 
O lend a fond Lover your Notes, 
To ſoften, to ſoften my Celia's Diſdain. 
To ſoften my Celia's Diſdain. | 
Ott times in your flow'ry Vale, 
F breathe my Complaints in a Song, 
Fair Flora attends the fad Tale, 
And ſweetens the Borders along, | 
But Celia, whoſe Breath might perfume 
The Boſom of Flora in — | 
Still frowning pronounces my Doom, 
Regardleſs of all I can ſay. 
| S ON GC 222. 
REhold I fly on Wings of ſoft Defire, 
Whilf gentle Zephyrs waft me on; 
Eager as when a Bridegroom all on Fire 
Longs for the Company to be gone: 
She bluſhing flies the Pleaſure, 
He ruſhing graſps his Treaſure, 
Till with mutual Tenderneſs each other they warm. 
Since Phebe's my Guide, | 
And Love docs praues * 


Each 


( 158 ) 
Each Monarch, tho' great, 


Wou'd envy my State, 
For ſhe, ſhe alone has Cs a. 


S O N & 223. 


Damon. BREhold the Birds, in Love combin'd, 
In friendly Couplets move ! 
O would you try, you ſoon would find, 
Like theirs, my conſtant Love. 
Celia. Such moving Words I muſt not hear, 
So fatal to a Maid; 
Should I believe, too much I fear 
My Love would be betray d. 
Damon, O ſmile, my Dear ! nor thus diſdain 
The Heart which is your Prize. 
Then kindly look, and eaſe my Pain, 
| Or wretched Damon dies, 
Celia. If, Damon, I your Heart have won, 
And cauſe you ſo to grieve; 
I, in Exchange, have Joſt my own, 
Which I can ne er retrieve, 


Damon. Then fince our mutual Love we've ſhewn, | 
No more, my Dear, torment. 
Celia, Altho' I'm willing, I muſt own, 
I dare not yet conſent, 
Damon. To yonder Shade we'll trait repair, 
And be for ever bleſt. 
Celia, Your Tongue's ſo fweet, I muſt declare 
I can no more reſiſt. 
S ON G 224. 
BEhold the Brand of Beauty toſt 
See how the Motion does dilate the Flame! 
Delighted Love his Spoils does boaſt, 
And triumphs in this Game. 
Fire, to no Place confin'd, 
Is both our Wonder, and our Fear; 


Moving the Mind, 
et e the Air. 


— _— — — — 
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High Heav*n the Glory does increaſe 
Of all the ſhining Lamps, this Artful Ip 
The Sun in Figures, ſuch as theſe, | 
Joys with the Moon to play : 
To the ſweet Strains they advance, 
Which do reſult from their own Spheres ; 
As this Nymph's Dance 
Moves with the Numbers which ſhe hears. 
3$ © N GC 236. 
He. hold the Man that with gigantick Might 
Dares combat Heaven again, 
Storm Jove's bright Palace, put the Gods to flight, 
Chaos renew, and make perpetual Night ; 
Come on, ye fighting Fools that petty Jars maintain, 
I've all the Wars of Europe in my Brain. 


She. Who's that talks of War 
When Beauty does come in 
Whoſe ſweet Face divinely fair, 
Eternal Pleaſures bring: 
When I appear, the martial God 
A conquer d Victim lies, 
Obeys each Glance, each awful Nod, | 
3 And dieads the Lightning of my killing Eyes, 
"oj More than the fierceſt Thunder in the Skies. 
He. Ha, ha, ha! now, now we mount up high, 
The Sun' 8 bright God and I 
Charge on the azure Dawns of ample Sky ; 
See, ſee, how th' immortal Spirits run; 
Purſue, purſue, drive o'er the burning Zone 
From thence come rowling, rowling down, 
And ſearch the Globe below, with all the gulphy Main, 
To find my loſt, and wand'ring Senſe again, 


She. By the disjointed Matter 
That crouds thy Pericranjum, | 

I nicely have found that thy Brain is not ſound, 
And thou ſhalt be my Companion. 


He. Come, let us plague the World then, 
n embrace the bleſt Occaſion ; 
For by Inſtin& I find thou art one of the Kind 
That firſt brought in Damnation, 
& CHORUS 


(660) 


CH ORUS, No, 

Then mad, very mad, very mad let us be, Fate 

For Europe does now with our Fren y agree, | Let | 

And all things in Nature are mad too as we. | | _ 

et, 

She. My Face has Heaven inchanted, __ N 
ll With all the Sky-born Fellows : Whi 
li Jove preſt to wy Breaſt, and my Boſom he kiſs'd, T} 


" Which made old Juno jealous, 
|| He. I challeng'd grafly Pluto, 
| But the God of Fire did ſhun me; | 
| vnd Hermes fe man Pale wth my Clu 
For breaking Jokes upon me, | 
Then mad, &c. 


She. I found Apollo finging, 
The Tune my Rage 3 
I made him fo blind with — that was kind, 
That he broke his Lyre to Pieces, 


He. 1 nak s and wo Veaes, 
And the Mole on her white Shoulder; 


Mars flinch'd at the Glaſs, and T threw in his Facet AF. 
Was ever Heroe bolder ? Come, 
She. Tis true, my dear Alcides, f That 
Things tend to ion; | Of all | 
The Charms of a Crown, and the Crafts of the Gown, | In” 
Have brought all to Confuſion. | 
He. The baughty French begun it, BElind 
The Engliſh Wits purſue it. | Th 
She. The German and Turk go on with the Work, Can you 
He. And all in time will rue it, Are ti 
Then mad, &c. | So tho? 
| S ON G 226. | — 
Elieve me, Jenny, for I tell you true, | Has ir 


lO Thee Shs, theſe Soks, theſe Tears, are all for 
Can you miſtruſtful of my Paſſion prove - ow Tis by t 


. When every Action thus proclaims my Love ? w 3 
j Is't not enough, you cruel Far, 1 Wh 
9 To ſlight my Love, neglect my Pain? | | 


1 At leaſt, that rigid Sentence ſpare; 
4 Nor ſay that I firſt caus d you todiſdain, Na, 


( 161 ) 
No, = theſe filly Stories _ ſaffice, 
Fate ſpeaks me better in your lovely E 
Let not Diſſimulation, baſer Art, te 
Stifle the buſy Paſſion of your Heart : 
Yet, let the Candour of your Mind 
Now with your Beauty equal prove ; 
Which I believe ne er yet deſign'd | 
The Death of me, and Murder of my Love. 
7 S O N G 227. 
BElieve my Sighs, my Tears, my Dear, 
1 Believe the Heart you've won: 
Clubs | Believe my Vows to you ſincere, 
Or Peggy I'm undone. 
| You ſay I'm fickle, and apt to change 
At ev'ry Face that's new; 
But, of all the Girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one but you. 


My Heart was but a Lump of Ice, 
Till warm'd by your bright Eyes; 
But ah ! it kindled in a trice / 
Face A Flame which never dies, 
Come, take me, try me, and you'll find, 
That I've a Heart that's true, 
Of all the Girls I ever ſaw 
I ne'er lov'd one but you. 
830 8 6. sal. 
BElinda, ſee from yonder Flow'rs 
The Bee flies loaded to its Cell ; 
Can perceive what it devours, 
forks Ate they impair'd in Shew or Sell ? 
So tho? I robb'd you of a Kiſs, 
Sweeter than their ambroſial Dew, 
Why are you angry at my Bliſs, 
5 Has it at all impoverith'd you? 
| for you; }F*Tis by this Cunning I contrive, 
In ſpite of your unkind Reſerve, 
| I To keep my famiſh'd Love alive, | 
Which you inhumanly would ſtarve. 


$ONG 


P3 


16 
f S © N G 229. 
Elinda! with affected Mein, 
Tries all the Pow'r of Art; 
Yet finds her Efforts all in vain, 
To gain a fingle Heart : 
Whilſt Chloe, in a different Way, 
Has but herſelf to pleaſe, 
And makes new Conquefts every Day, 
Without one borrow'd Grace, 


Belinda's haughty Air deſtroys 


What native Charms inſprre ; 
While Chloe's artleſs ſhining Eyes 
Set all the World on fire: 
Belinda may our Pity move, 
But Chloe gives us Pain ; 
And while ſhe ſmiles us into Love, 
Her Sifter frowns in vain. 
S ON G 230. 
BEr1NDa's bleſt with ev'ry Grace; 
See Beauty triumphs in her Face: 


Her Charms ſuch lively Rays diſplay, 


They kindle Darkneſs into Day! 

When ſhe appears, all Sorrow flies, 
And Gladneſs ſparkles in our Eyes: 
Around her wait the flutt'rmg Loves, 
When graceful in the Dance ſhe moves. 
| 8 $. 0 6 230. 
BElinda's pretty, pretty, pleaſing Form, 

Does my happy, happy, happy, happy Fancy charm : 


Her Prittle-prattle, Tittie-tattle's all engaging, mom 


obliging; 3 
Whilſt I'm preſſing, claſping, kiſſimg, 

Oh! oh ! how the does my Soul alarm ! 

There is ſuch Magic in her Eyes, 

Such Magic in her Eyes, in her Eyes, 

Does my wand*ring Heart ſurprize : | 

Her prinking, nimping, twinking, pinking, 

Whilft I'm courting, far tranſporting, $ 
How like an Angel ſhe panting lies, the panting lies ! 


— - 
« ” ad 
* 


SONGS 


Gome honeſt Glance that — Deceit 
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SON GC 232, 
BElinda 's Pride's an errant Cheat, 
A fooliſh Artifice to blind ; 


Does fill reveal her Native Mind. 


With Look: demure, and forc'd Diſdain, 


She idly acts the Saint; 
We ſee theo” this Diſguiſe as plain 
As we diſtinguiſh Paint, 


So have I feen grave Fools deſign, 

With formal Looks to paſs for Wile 3 
But Nature is a Light will ſhine, 

And break thro” all Diſguiſe. 


SON G 233. 


BEnd down, you Trees! your Homage pay : 


The deareſt Object of Deſire, 
Bright Flora comes; along her Way, 


| Spring up you Flowers, ſpring up you Flowers, and admire, 


All mild, you wanton Zephyrs blow, 
And gently kiſs her bloomy Cheek: : 
Her Cheek ! more foft than falling Snow 
Be huſnt, you Songfters ! ! 
Be huſht, you Songfters | hear her ſpeak. 
She comes! ſhe comes! ----My Soul! rejoice ;: 
Thy Life, thy Hope, thy Bliſs appears, 
I ſee her Charms - bear her Voice 
Away, begone, 
Away, begone, tormenting Fears 
She ſmiles !--- My Heaven ! from thoſe dear Eyes 
Still let eeſtatick Pleaſures flow. 
Is there, you Gods! in all your Skies 
A Joy can equal, 
A Joy can equal this below ? 
Sound, ſound the Trumpet :--- Muſe ! proclaim 
To wondering Worlds thy Maſter's Love; 
Proudly he glories in his Flame, 


And envies neither, 


And envies neither George nor Jove, 


( 164 ) 
SON G 234. 
BEneath a Beech's grateful Shade 


Young Colin lay complaining ; | P. 

He figh'd, and ſeem' d to love a Maid, | 

Without Hopes of obtaining : | WT 
For thus the Swain indulg'd his Grief, | 

Tho” Pity cannot move thee, — 
Tho' thy hard Heart gives no Relief, 

Yet, Peggy, I muſt love the. Ne 
Say, Peggy, what has Colin done, | 

That thus you cruelly uſe him ? Or 


E Love's a Fault, tis that alone ; 8 
For which you ſhould excuſe him: WM 

Twas thy dear ſelf firſt rais'd this Flame, 
This Fire by which I languith 

Tis thou alone eanſt quench the ſame, 
And cool my ſcorching Anguiſh. 


For thee I leave the ſportive Plain, 
Where every Maid invites me; 
For thee, ſole Cauſe of all my Pain, 
For thee that only flights me: 
This Love that fires my faithful Heart 
By all but thee's commended. | 
Oh ! wouldſt thou act ſo good a Part, 
My Grief might ſoon be ended. 
That beauteous Breaſt, ſo ſoft to feel, 
Seem'd Tenderneſs all over; 
Yet it defends thy Heart like Steel, 
Gainſt thy deſpairing Lover. 
Alas l tho' it ſhould ne er relent, 
Nor Colin's Care ne er move thee, 
Yet till Life's lateſt Breath is ſpent, 
My Peggy, I muſt love thee, 


The Flowers around his Head 


Fond, 


( 165 ) 
Fond, fooliſh Wretch, he ery d, 
I love and yet deſpair 3 3 
Purſue, tho” ſtill deny d 
By the too cruel Fair. 


The Courtier aſks a Place, 


The Sailor tempts the Sea, 
The Mifer begs Increaſe, 

Love only governs me. 
Nor Honour, Wealth, nor Fame, 
Can like foft Tranſports move, 
On Earth tis Blifs ſupreme, 

And Heaven 1s but to love, 


S ON G 236. 


Breath a Cypreſs lying, 
Young Damon toid his Pain, 
While hollow Rocks replying, 
Prolong'd the mournful Strain 3 


The falling Rills combining, 


In Murmurs ſweetly flow, 
And Winds in Conſort joining, 
Compos d melodious Woe. 
O Cupid ! dear Deceiver, 
Thou Cauſe of all my Care! 
O tell me, muſt I leave her, 
For ever loſe my Fair? 
Ah! fay, what Habitation 
Conceals her from my Eyes ? 
Tad range the whole Creation, 
To find the lovely Prize. 
In all the Works of Nature, 
Her Equal none can view, 
No Spices e*er were ſweeter, 
No Turtle Dove fo true: 
The Smile, which Morn diſcloſes, 
Her Eyes indulgent ſhed ; 
The Bluſh of op ning Roſes 
Adorns her Cheeks with Red, 


But thou, the Guardian cruel, 
With whom was lodg'd my Store, 

Haſt far remov'd my Jewel, 
To bleſs * Sight no more: 


6266) 
Yet when the Fates convey me 
To Pluto's gloomy Shade, 
When Rage and Anguiſh ſlay me, 
My Ghoſt ſhall ſerve the Maid: 


Shall, when ſhe ſleeps befriend her, 
And all her Slumbers guide, 
Shall, when ſhe wakes, attend her, 
And hover near her Side. 
Thus, all alone, lamenting, 
The Lover preſs'd the Plaln, 
While Winds, their Murmurs 
With Tribute paid the Swain. 
When ſtraight his Ears alarming, 
A Nymph was heard to ſay, 
(No Mufick ſweetly charming 
Such Notes could e'er convey :) 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, no more afflit thee, 
But give thy Mind Content, 
Fll to the Fair direct thee ; 
He bow'd, obey'd, and went, 
S O N GC 237. 
BExza Tn a gloomy Shade, 
For unhappy Lovers made, 
The poor deſpairing Lycidas was laid, 
While drooping Turtles cooing food 
On the green Branches of the duſky Wood; 
The mournful Flutes contend in vain 
To lull his Cares, to eaſe his Pain, 
His Pain and Cares thus force him to complain; 
Ah, heedleſs Shepherds! guard your Hearts 
From Woman's fatal Eyes 
They wound us ftill with poiſcn'd Darts, 
And he that's wounded dies: 
Their Form and Face, like Seas ſerene, 
Still promiſe only Joy; 
But oh ! the Shelves, their Hearts within, 
Are certain to deſtroy. | 
Ah! let my Fate thy Wreck prevent, 
Nor venture from the Shore: 
But here the hapleſs Shepherd, ſpent 
In Sighs, ſunk down, and ſaid no more. 


( 167 ) 
S O N 8 238. 
PREnxeath 2 green Shade I fand a fair MaYl, 
Was ſleeping ſound and ftill—O ; 
A lowan wi' Love, my Fancy did rove 
Around her with good Will—O ; 
Her Boſom I preſt, but, funk in her Reſt, 
She ſtirdna, my Joy to fpill-O ; 
While kindly ſhe ſlept, cloſe to her I crept, 
And kiſs' d, and kiſs d her my fill--O. 
Oblig'd by Command, in Flanders to land, 
T' employ my Courage and Skill—0, 
Frae er quietly I ftaw, hoiſt Sails and awa, 
For Wind blew fair on the Bill—O : 
Tua Years brought me hame, where loud fraifing Fame 
Tald me with a Voice right ſhrill—O, 
My Laſs, like a Fool, had mounted the Stool, 
Nor kend who had done her the Il—O. | 
Mair fond of her Charms, with my Son in her Arms, 
I ferlying ſpeer*d how ſhe fell—O 
Wi' the Tear in her Eye, quoth ſhe, let me die, 
Sweet Sir, gin I can tell—O. 
Love gave the Command, I took her by the Hand, 
And bad a' her Fears expell—Q, | | 
And nae mair look wan, for I was the Man 
Wha had done her the Deed my ſell—0. 
My bonny ſweet Laſs, on the gowany Graſs, 
Beneath the Shilling-Hill—O, 
If I did offence, I' ſe make ye amends 
Before I leave Peggy's Mill—O. 
O the Mill, MilI—O, and the Kill, Kill—0, 
And the Cogging of the Wheel- - O; 
The Sack and the Sieve, a* that ye maun leave, 
And round with a Sodgerreel—O, 
S O N G 239. 
REneath a Myrtle Shade, 
Which Love tor none but Lovers made, 
I ſlept, and ſtraight my Love before me brought 
Phillis the Object of my waking Thought: 
Undreſt ſhe came, my Flames to meet, 
Whilſt Love ftrew'd Flow'rs beneath ber Feet, 
Which preſtby her, became, became more ſweet 
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From the bright Vißon's Head, ; 
A careleſs Veil of Lawn was looſely ſpread ; 
From her white Temples fell her ſhaded Hair, 
Like clowdy Sun-ſhine, not too brown or fair. 
Her Hands, her Lips, did Love inſpire, 
Her-ev'ry Grace my Heart did fire, E 
But alt tro Eyes, which languiſh's with Defices 
Ah! charming Fair, faid I, 
How long can you my Bliſs and yours deny ; 
By Nature and by Love, this lonely Shade 
Was for Revenge of fuff ring Lovers made: 
Silence and Shades with Love agree, 
Both ſhelter you, and favour me, 
You cannot bluſh, becauſe I cannot ie. 
No, let me die, the faid, 
Rathet than loſe the ſpotleſs Name of Maid. 
Faintly ſhe ſpoke methought, for all the while 
She bid me not believe her, with a Smile: 
Then die, ſaid I ; ſhe ſtill deny d, 
And is it thus, thus, thus ſhe cry d, 
Yau uſe a harmleſs Maid? and fo the dy d. 
F wak'd, and firaight I knew 
I lov'd fo well, it made my Dream prove true; 
Fancy the kinder Miſtreſs of the two, 
Fancy had done what Phillis would not do: 
Ah! cruel Nymph, ceaſe your Diſdain, 
| While I can dream, you ſcorn in vain: 
Aſleep, or waking, you muſt eaſe my Pain. 
| S ON G 240. 
Eneath a ſhady Willow, | 
Hard by a purling Stream; 
A moſſy Bank my Pillow, 
I fancy'd in a Dream, 
That I the charming Phillis 
Did eagerly embrace; 
Her Breaſt as white as Lilies, 
And Roſamonda's Face. 
What Extaſies of Pleaſure. 
She gave, to tell's in vain, 
When with the hidden Treature 
She ble'd her am'rous Swain: 


Cou a 


( 169 } 
'Cou'd nought but Joys diſcover, 
And I my Dream believe; 

1 fo cou'd ſleep for ever, 
And fill be ſo deceiv d. 
But when I wak'd, deluded, 
And found all but a Dream; 
I fain wou'd have eluded 
The melancholy Theme. 
Ye Gods ! there's no enduring 
So exquiſite a Pain; 
The Wound is paſt all curing, 
That Cupid gave the Swain. 
S0 8 * 
Eſide a Stream repining, 
In Pride of Beauty ſhining, 7 
The Coquet Alma lay: 
Toung Strephon came to find her, 
And vow'd to make her kinder, 
Or weep his Soul away. 


His Dear at length eſpying, 

He ſeiz d her Hand, and ſighing, 
Thus made his fond Complaint: 
Ah! tell me, Fair unkindeſt, 

What Pleaſure tis thou findeſt 
In giving ſo much Pain! 

Your Eyes, tis true, ſecurely 

Maintain their Pow'r, yet ſutely 
You will not let me die: 

Let a kind Inclination | 

Anſwer my long-try'd Paſſion, 
And with my Wiſh comply. 

The Nymph, not ſore unwilling, 

Cou'd hear of Wounds and Killing, 
Nor thought it much to ſtay ; 

Zat when, no more of dying, 

His talk was of complying, 

She roſe and fled away. 

he Swain too roſe, purſuing, 

Yet ſoon he ſtopt, and viewing, 

The Nymph was out of Sight: 

Q 


„5 
Piſh ! ſaid he, why this Pether? 
Jean but find another | 
That's ev'ry whit as bright. 
| S O N G 24, 
Eſſy's Beauties ſhine ſae bright, 
Were her many Virtues fewer, 
She wad ever give Delight, | 
And in Tranſport make me view her, 
Love I, naithing elſe about thee ; 
With thy Comelineſs I'm tane, 
And langer cannot live without thee. 
Beſly's Boſom's ſaft and warm, 
Milk-white Fingers till employ'd ; 
He who takes her to his Arm, 
Of her Sweets can ne er be cloy d, 
My dear Beſſy when the Roſes 
Leave thy Cheek, as thou grows aulder, 
Virtue, which thy Mind diſcloſes, 
Will keep Love frae growing caulder, 
Beſſy's Toucher is but ſcanty, 
Yet her Face and Soul diſcovers 
Theſe enchanting Sweets in plenty 
Muſt entice a thouſand Lovers. 
It's not Money, but a Woman 
Of a Temper kind and eaſy, 
That gives Happineſs uncommon, 


Petted Things can nought but teeze ye. 


S ON G 243. 
Petty early gone a Maying, 

Met her Sweetheart Willie ftraying ; 
Defign or Chance, no Matter whether, 
But this we know, he reaſon'd with her. 

Mark, dear Maid, the Turtles cooing, 
Fondly Billing, kindly Woing | 
See how ev'ry Buſh diſcovers . 

Happy Pairs of feather'd Lovers, 


” 


— 


Chl 
Chl 


2 1 , or in Loving x 
v'ry Moment ſtill improving: 
Love and Nature wiſely leads em: 
Love and Nature ne er miſguides em. 
See how the op' ning bluſhing Roſe, 
Does all her ſecret Charms diſcloſe ; | 
Sweet's the Time, ah! ſhort's che Meaſure 
Of our fleeting, haſty Pleaſure. 


Quickly we muſt ſnatch the Bliſſes 
Of their ſoft and fragrant Kiſſes; 
To-day they bloom, they fade To-morrow, 
Droop their Heads, and die in Sorrow. 
Time, my Beſs, will leave no Traces 
Of thoſe Beauties, of thoſe Graces ; 
Youth and Love forbid our ſtaying ; 
Love and Youth abhor delaying, 
Deareſt Maid | nay, do not fly me, 
Let your Pride no more deny me; 
Never doubt your faithful Willie, 
There's my Thumb, I'll ne'er beguile thee, 


$. 0 d 


Bird of May, 
Leave the Spray, 
Fly to the Grove, 
Wake my Love; 
O there the Dove 
Slumb' ring lies ! 
Warble an Air 
Till the Fair 
Speaks a Paſſion with her Eyes, 


But if my Grief 
Finds no Relief, 
Whiſper her, that Thyrſis dies: 
Bird of May, 
Keep the Spray, 
Keep the Spray 
Bird of May, 
Chloe ſmiles, my Soul's all gay, 
Chloe ſmiles, &c, 


Qz SONG 
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SON G 245. 
BEab not what you ought to fmother ; 
Honour's Laws ſhou'd ſacred be: 
ZBoaſting Favours from another, 
Ne er will Favour gain with me, 
Ne'er will Favour gain with me. 
But, inſpir'd with Indignation, 
Sooner I'd lead Apes in Hell, 
Ere I'd truſt my Reputation 
With ſuch Fools as kiſs and tell, 
With ſuch Fools as kiſs and tell. 


He who finds a hidden Treaſure, 
Never ſhould the ſame reveal: 

He whom Beauty crowns with Pleaſure, 
Cautious ſhould his Joy coneeal, 
Cautious ſhould his Joy conceal. 


Him with whom my Heart I'Il venture, 
Shall my Fame from Cenſure fave ; 
| One where Truth and Prudence center, 
And as ſecret as the Grave, 
| And as ſecret as the Grave. 


| S ON G 246. 
| BLanduſia ! Nymph of this fair Spring, 
Appear, while we your Virtues fing 3 
| While ſwelling Notes do raiſe your Name, 
| And flowing Numbers ſpread your Fame. 
| See! round your Wells we thronging ſtand 3 
| Now gently wave your ſacred Wand, 
And touch the yielding Mountain's Brow, 
And let your healing Waters flow. 


They cure the thinking Matron's Spleen, 

The longing Virgin's ſickly Green; 

Cool the good Fellow's gtowing Veins, 
And purge a raving Poet's Brains. 
| You mingle with *em pureſt AF, | 
| Which ſtreams from Hills that tonch the Sky 
| That ſpacious Valley yields the Fare, 

Which feeds the vaſt luxurious Eye. 


(273) 
The greateſt Dainties here we ſee! 
Delicious Villa's, ſweeteft Groves; 
Each Thing in full Maturity, | 
Which courts the Eye, or Fancy moves. 


With what Varieties the bright, 


The noble Thames regales the Sight ! 


Cover'd with Barks which Plenty brings, 
The Sweets of Zephyr's laden Wings. 

His gliding by Elyfian Fields, . 
In frequent Twines ſtrange Pleaſure yields; 
And thoſe ſo near fair wat' ry Plains, 
Where ride ſuch royal Fleets of Swains. 


Two Chiefs, I've ſeen, with pleaſing — 


A long and bloody Fight maintain; 


Ruffled and under Sail. like Jove, 
Stemming the fronger Tide of Love, 
S ON G 247. 
B LATE Jonny faintly teld fair Jean his Mind ; 
Jeany took pleaſure to deny him lang; 
He — her ſcorn came frae a heart unkind, 
Which gart him in deſpair tune up this ſang. 


O bonny laſſie, ſince tis ſae, 

That I'm deſpis'd by thee, 
T hate to live; but O 'm wae, 

And unko fer to die. 
Dear Jeany, think what dewy hours 

I thole by your diſdain ; 
Ah ! ſhould a breaſt ſae ſaft as yours, 

| Contain a heart of ſtane ? 

Theſe tender notes did a* her pity move, 
With melting heart ſhe liſtned to the bo 
O' ercome ſhe fmil'd, and promis d him by Loves 
He in return thus ſang his riſing Joy. 
Hence frae my breaſt, contentious care, 

Ye*ve tint the Power to pine; 
My Jeany” s good, my Jeany's fair, 

| Anda” her ſweets are mine. 


Qi 


DN TD, —— — 4 2 „ 


— ——— — — — 
- — v 


(774) 
O ſpread thine arms, and gi'e me fowth 
Of dear enchanting blifs, 
A thouſand joys around thy. mouth 
Gi'e heaven with ilka kiſs, 
S O N G 248. 


BLeſfs, Mortals, bleſs the chearing Light, 
That flows from Cœlia's Eyes; 


For never did a Star fo bright 


= 


In Beauty's Heaven rife : 
And whilſt a Crown's uneaſy Weight, 
And all the mighty Toils of State, 
She ſoftens. with her Charms, 
Bleſs, bleſs the happy Monarch in her Arms, 


Who lives that does not yield to Love, 
And oft his Joys renew ? 
Ard yet how few in Kings approve 
What they themſelves purſue ? 
The murm' ring Crcwd themſelves afford 
The Pleaſures they deny their Lord, 
Tho' Love is Empire's only Dower, 
To recompence the Slavery of Power, 
S ON G 249. 


| BLeft as th' immortal Gods is he, 


The Youth who fondly fits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while, 
Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile! 
So ſpoke and ſmil'd the Eaſtern Maid; 
(Like thine, ſeraptiic were her Charms) 


That in Circaſſia's Vineyard ſtray'd, 


And bleſt the wiſeſt Monarch's Arms. 
A thouſand Fait of high Deſert, 

Strove to enthant the am”rous King z 
But the Circaſſian gaim' d his Heart, 

And taught the royal Bard to ſing. 


Clarinda thus our Song iaſpires, 


And claims the ſmoach and ſoſteſt Lays: 


But while each Charm our Boſom-fires, ;,  . - 


Words ſeera to few to ſound her Praiſe, 
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Her Mind in ev'ry Grate compleat, 

To paint, ſurpaſſes human Skill: 
Her Majeſty, mixt with the Sweet, 

Let Seraphs fing her, if they will. 
Whilſt wond'ring, with a raviſh'd Eye, 

We all that's perfect in her View, 
Viewing a Siſter of the Sky, 

To whom an Adoration's due. 


B Left with my Sylvia, Life proves a Pleaſure, 
But from my Treaſure *tis nought but Pain, 
Fondly loving, 
Conſtant moving, 
' Sweetly flowing, 
Smiles beſtowing z 
With Joy then, Sylvia, fly to your Lover, 
| You'll there diſcover 
How much you reign : 
Tf then you find my Soul fincere, 
Why ſhould you fly me, what can you fear ? 
S O N G 231. 
B Low, blow, thou Winter's Wind; 
Thou art not-ſo unkind 
As Man's Ingratitude, 
Thy Tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Altho* thy Breath be rude. 
Heigh ho! fing, heigh ho ! unto the green Holly 3 
| Moſt Friendſhip is feigning, moſt Loving mere Folly z 
Then heigh bo, the Holly; 
This Life is moſt jolly, 
Freeze, freeze, thou bitter Sky, 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 
As Benefits forgot, 
Tho? thou the Waters warp, 
'Thy Sting is not ſo ſharp, - 
3 Friends remembred not. 
Heigh ho! ſing, &c. 5 


1 829 G 


— 


— 


— — , 
— —ůů I —„—„—- — — —— —äAüäb Do 
9 wha — - _ — - 


— — 
— _ — 


—_ ——U— . — 
— — — — 
— — — — —— : — — a N « 


——ů— — —— — 
— — — — — — — 
— — 


( 276 ) 
S ON 6G ag: 
BL, blow, Boreas, blow, and let thy farly Winds 
Make the Billows foam and roar; 
Thou canſt no Terror breed in valiant Minds, 
But ſpite of thee we'll live, and find a Shore, 


Then chear, my Mates, and be not aw'd, 


But keep the Gun-Room clear ; 
Tho' Hell's broke looſe, and the Devils roar abroad, 
Whilſt we have Sea-room here, Boys, never fear. | 
Hey! how ſhe toſſes up, how far! 
The mounting Top- maſt touch d a Star; 
The Meteors blaz d, as thro* the Clouds we came; 
And, Salamander- like, we liv'd in Flame. 
But now, now we fink ! now we 
Down to the deepeſt Sbades below: 
Alas | alas! where are we now! 
Who, who can tell ? 
Sure tis the loweſt Room of Hell, 
Or where the Sea-Gods dwell : 
With them we'll live, with them we'll live and reign ; 
With them we'll laugh, and fing, and drink amain ; 
But ſee ! we mount ! ſee! ſee! we riſe again ! 
S O0 N G 253, 
B on ye Winds, deſcend ſoft 
To ſooth my tender Grief : 
Your ſolemn Muſick lulls my Pains, 
And gives me ſhort Relief, | 
In ſome lone Corner would I fit 
Retir'd from human kind ; 
Since Mirth, nor Show, a ei Wie 
Can pleaſe my anxious Mind. 
The Sun, which makes all Nature gay, 
Torments my weary Eyes : 
And in dark Shades I ſpend the Day, 
Where Echo ſleeping lies. 
The ſparkling Stars, which gaily ſhine, 
And gin dag deck the Night, 
I ficken at their Sight, 


(177) 
$ ON 8 254. 
B Low, ye bleak Winds, around my Head, 
And ſooth my Heart-corroding Care ; 
Flaſh round my Brows, ye Lightning red, 
And blaſt the Lawrels planted there. 
But may the Maid, where-c'er the be, 
Think not of my Diftreſs nor me. 
Let all the Traces of our Love 

Be ever blotted from her Mind; 

May from her Breaſt my Vows remove, 
And no Remembrance leave behind, 
But may the Maid, &c. 

O may I ne*erbehold her more, 

For ſhe has robb'd my Soul of Reft ; 
Wiſdom's Aſſiſtance is too poor 
To calm the Tempeſt in my Breaſt. 1 
But may the Maid, &c. 

Come, Death, O come, thou friendly Sleep, | 
And with my Sorrows lay me low ; | » 
And ſhould the gentle'Virgin weep, 

Nor ſharp nor laſting be her Woe. 

Then may ſhe think, where- e' er the be, 

No more of my Diſtreſs nor me. 

B Luſh not redder than the Morning, 

Tho? the Virgins gave you Warning 3 

Sigh not at the Chance befel ye, 

Tho' they ſmile and dare not tell ye. 

Maids, like Turtles, love the Cooing, 

Bill and murmur in their Wooing. 

Thus, like you, they ftart and tremble, 

And their troubled Joys diſſemble. 

Graſp the Pleaſure while *tis coming; 

Tho' your Beauties now are blooming, 

Time at laſt our Joys will ſever, 

And they ' Il part, they'll part for ever. 

S N G 256, 
B Lyth, blyth, blyth was ſhe, 
Blyth was ſhe butt and ben; 

And well ſhe loo'd a Hawick Gill, 4c: 
And leugh to ſee a tappit Hen. $he 


( 178 ) 
She took me in, and ſet me 
And heght to keep me lawing-free ; 
But, cunning Carling that ſhe was, 
She gart me birle my Bawbie. 
We loo'd the Liquor well enough; 
But waes my Heart my Caſh was done, 
Before that I had quench'd my Drowth, 
And laith I was to pawn my Shoon. 
When we had three times. toom d our Stoup, 
i And the nieſt Chappin new begun, 
In ftarted, to heeze up our Hope, 
| . Young Andro with his cutty Gun. 
The Carling brought her Kebbuck ben, 
il With Girdle- Cakes well toaſted brown, 
Well does the Canny Kimmer ken, 
it They gar the Scuds gae glibber down. 
| We ca'd the Bicker aft about; | 
| Till dawning we ne er jee d our Bum 
1 And ay the cleaneſt Drinker out | 
Was Andro with his cutty Gun, 
He did like ony Mavis fing, 
[| And as I in his Oxter fat, 
He ca'd me ay his bonny thing, 
[| And mony a ſappy Kiſs I gat, 
I hae been eaſt, I hae been weſt 
| I hae been far ayont the ſun; 


But the blytheſt lad that e er I ſaw, 
{ Was Andro with his cutty Gun. 
BLyth Jockey young and gay 
* Is all my Heart's Delight; 
He's all my Talk by Day, b 
„ And all my Dreams by Night. f 
| If from the Lad I be, 
ti "Tis Winter then with me; ; 
1 But when he tarries here, | | 
* | Tia Summer all the Year. 
When I and Jockey met 

Firſt on the flow ry Dale 
Riht ſweetly he me tret, 

And Love was all his Tale: 


( 179 ) 
You are the Laſs, faid he, 
That ftaw my Heart fre me 
O eaſe me of my Pain, 
And never ſhaw Diſdain. 
Well can my Jockey kyth 
| His Love and Courteſie : 
He made my Heart full blyth 
When he firſt ſpake to me. 
His Suit I ſtill deny d, 
He kiſs'd, and I comply d; 
Sae Jockey promis'd me, 
That he wad faithful be. 
I'm glad when Jockey comes, 
Sad when he gangs away; 
*Tis Night when Jockey glooms, 
But when he ſmiles tis Day. 
When our Eyes meet, I pant, 
I colour, figh, and faint ; 
What Laſs that wad be kind, 
Can better tell her Mind ? | 
Blyth was I each Morn to for 
My Swain come o'er the Hill; 


He leap'd the Brook, and flew to me, 
I met him with Good-will. 


I neither wanted Yew nor Lamb, 
When his Flocks near me lay, 
He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, 
And cheared me all the Day. | 
He tun'd his Pipe, and play'd fo ſweet, 
= The Birds fat liſt' ning by, 
1 And the dull Cattle ſtood and gaz d, 
Charm'd with his Melody. 
| He did oblige me ev'ry Hour, 
Cou'd I but grateful be? 
He won my Heart, cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk d of me? 
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Hard Fate ! that I muſt baniſh'd'be, 
Go heavily and mourn, 


*Cauſe I oblig'd the kindeſt Swain 


That ever yet was born. 
S ON G 259. 
B LITHE Willy is the Lad I love, 
My Saul's Delight and Pleaſure 3 
As he alane my Heart can move, 
He is my deareſt Treaſure. 
Yet wae's me | tho” he daily cries 
He loves me more than all, 
He leaves 'me, and to Arms be flies, 
As ſoon as Trumpets call. 
Ah me! whilſt ev*'ry common Laſs 
Enjoys the Lad doth move her, 


Muſt Molly ſtill her Summer paſs 


In Tears without her Lover ? 
Dear Willy, thus in martial Strife 
Oh! do not Fate defy ; 
Preſerve for me thy precious Life, 
Or with Deſpair T'fe die. 
8 0 N G 260, 


| POaft no more, fond Swain, of Pleaſure 


That the fickle Fair can give thee ; 


Believe me, tis a Fairy Treaſure, 


And all thy Hopes will ſoon deceive thee. 


Sweet's the Morn, but . flying; 
her Diſdaining 


Her Smiles I've known, and 


The Flow'r is fair, but quickly dying 


And Chloe ſtill will be complaining. 
S O N G 261. 
OAST not, miſtaken Swain, thy Art 
To pleaſe my partial Eyes; 
The Charms that have ſubdu d my Heart, 
Another may deſpiſe. 
Thy Face is to my Humour made, 
Another it may fright : 
Perhaps, by ſome fond Whim betray'd, 
= Oddaeſs I — 


Vain 


Vain 
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| Vain Youth, to your Confuſion know, 


"Tis to my Love's Exceſs, 
You all your fancy'd Beauties owe, 

Which fade as that grows leſs. 
For, now I perceive what the Fop does endeavour, 
My Arts ſhall detain him my Captive for ever. 


S O N G 262. 


BR OasTING Fops, who court the Fair, 


For the Fame of being lov d; 
You who daily prating are 
Oft the Hearts your Charms have mov'd ; 
Still be vain in Talk and Dreſs ; 
But while Shadows you purſue, 
Own that ſome, who boaſt it lefs, 
May be bleſt as muck as you. 


Love and Birding are ally'd, 


Baits and Nets alike they have 

The ſame Arts in both are — 

The Unwary to enſlave: 

If in each you'd happy prove, 
Without Noiſe ftill watch your Way; | 
For in Birding, and in Love, . 

While we talk it flies away. 


S O N G 263. 


| BONNY Lads and Damlels, 


You're welcome to our Booth; 
We're now come here on 
Your Fancies for to ſooth : 
No heavy Dutch Performers, 
Amongſt us you mall find ; 
We'll make your Lads good humour'd, 
And Laſſes very kind; 
Your Damſons and Philberds 
You're welcome here to crack: 
But a Glaſs of merry Sack, Boys, 
Is a Cordial for the Back. 


You may range about the Fair, 
New Tricks and Sights to ſee ; 


And when your Legs are weary, 
Pray 6 | 


There's thread- bare | 
Whom ſudith long hath ſlain ; | 

With Guy of Warwick, St. George, 

And Rofamond's fair Dame : | | 
You'll find ſome pretty Puppets too, | 

With many a. Nicky Nack; 7 

But a Glaſs of jolly. Sack, Boys, | 
Is a Cordial for the Back. | | \ 

The Houſes being low too, 1 
Some Players hither come; | 

But if my Stars deceive me not, | : | J 
They ſoon will know their Doom: | 


There's other pretty Strallers, A 
That crowd upon us here; 
That may have Booths to lett too, SI 
Before their Time, I fear, 
All theſe may prate and talk much, Su 
| Shew Tricks, and bounce and crack, 
| But here's a Glaſs of Sack, Boys, He 
That's a Cordial for the Back. 
| Come fit down then, briſk Lads all, I h 
| A Bumper to the King; | 
| Old England let's remember, Fo 
| (May Peace and Plenty fpring) f 
i Let War no more perplex you, | Let 
i Your Taxes ſoon will end; | J 4 
The Soldiers all diſbanded, | 
| And each Man love his Friend : | BF 
| Be merry then, carouſe, Boys, ; 
See, Drawer, what tis they lack; Wh 
And fetch a Bottle neat, Boy, 4 
That's a Cordial for the Back. | Tea 
| S O. N G 264. A 
Born with the Vices of my Kind, 1 
were inconſtant tao, A 
Dear Cyathia, could I rambling find | * - Foack 
| More Beauty than in you. | | A 
| "The rolling Surges of my Blood, 3 Curl 
By Virtue now ebb'd low; 1 Th As 
Should a new Show'r encreafe the. Flood, | 1 
Too won 'twould overflow,.. | * But: 
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But Frailty, when thy Face I fee, 


Does modeſtly retire ; 
Uncommon mut her Graces be, 
Whoſe Look can bound Dette. 


Not to my Virtue, but thy **. 
This Conſtancy is due; 
When Change itſelf can give no more, 
Tis eaſy to be true. 
S ON 8 265. 
BRisht Cynthia's Pow'r divinely Great, 
What Heart is not obe ing? 
A thouſand Cupids on her wait, 
And in her Eyes are playing. 
She ſeems the Queen of Love to reign ; 
For ſhe alone diſpenfes 
Such Sweets as beſt can entertain 
The Guſt of all the Senſes, 


Her Face a charming Proſpe& brings, 
Her Breath gives balmy Bliſſes; 


I hear an Angel when ſhe Gngs, 
And taſte of Heav'n in Kiſſes. 
Four Senſes thus the feaſts with Joy, 
From Nature's richeft Treaſure ; 
Let me the other Senſe employ, 
And I ſhall die with Pleaſure. 
S O N G 266. 
BRight was the Morning, cool was the Air, 
Sexene was all the Sky, 
When on the Waves I left my Dear, 
The Center of my Joy; 
Heaven and Nature ſmiling were, 
And nothing ſad but I. 
Each roſy Field did Odours ſpread, 
All fragrant was the Shore ; 
Each River-God roſe from his Bed, 
And ſigh'd, and own'd her Pow'r; 
Curling their Waves, they deck d che! r Heads, 
As proud of what they bore. 
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(184) 
So when the fair Egyptian Queen 
Her Hero went to ſee, 
Cidnus ſwell'd o'er her Banks with Pride, 
As much in Love as he. 


Glide on, ye Waters, bear theſe Lines, 
And tell her how diſtreſt: 

Bear all my Sighs, ye gentle Winds, 
And waft 'em to her Breaft : | 


Tell her, if e' er ſhe proves unkind, 


I never ſhall have Reſt. 
SO N G 267, 
RB n16nT Wonder of Nature, 
Divine in each Feature, 
You conquer all Hearts ; 


Admiring we're dying, 
Tis only by flying 


We're ſafe from your Darts. 
S O N G 268. 


B RIGHT, bring my Miſtreſs to my Am, 


Let me the Flaſk embrace; 
Here are the true, the bow rful 3 
And none in Celia's ak 
How bright, how ſparkling are her Eyes 
How fragrant is her Breath ' 
Kiſs me, my Love, my Life, ſhe cries, 
Preſs me, my Dear, to death. 
The flowing Joys have reach'd my Heart, 
They glide thro” every Vein; 
What Heat, what Strength, does Wine i impart : 
What Pleaſure without Pain 
While, Love, how frail are all thy Joys 
How ſoon do they expire 
He loſes all, who but enjoys; _ 
What feeds, puts out the Fire. 
S8 O N G 269. 


PRing out your Coney. -ſkins, 


Bring out your Coney "ſkins, Maids, to me, 


| And hold them fair that I may ſee, 
Grey, black, and blue : For the ſmaller Skins, 
I'll give ** MM Laces, Pins, 


6185) 
And for your whole Coney 
| Here's ready Money. 
Come, gentle Joan, do thou begin 
With thy black Coney, thy black Coney- ſkin, 

And Mary and Joan will follow, 

With their filver hair'd Skins and yellow : 
The white Coney-ſkin I will nat lay by; 
For tho? it be faint it is fair to the Eye ; 
The grey it is worn; but yet fur Money, 
Cive me the bonny, bonny black Caney : 
Come away, fair Maids, your Skins will decay, | 
Come and take Money, Maids, put your Wares away: 
Ha” 'ye any Coney-ſkins, ha ye any Coney-ſkins, 
Ha'ye any Coney-ſkins here to fell ? 

$*@ 8 270. 

BRiſk Claret and Sherry 


| Will make us all merry ; 
Thea fill the Glaſs, fill the Glaſs readily round ; - 

Put it o'er the left Thumb, 
Tho? the Company's dumb, | 

*Twill open their Pipes with a ' muſical Sound, 

*T will open, &c. 
Then, fo, la, me, fa, 
With a Note on ela; 

Then higher, then higher perkaps i it may 1c. 
Fill a Bumper about, 
For without any doubt, 

Jolly Bacchus, jolly Bacchus is Prais 'd to the Ste, 

Is prats'd to the Skies, 


S O N G 27. 
Ritons, where is your great Magnanimity? 
Where's your boaſted Courage flown ? 
Quite perverted to Puſillanimity, 
Scarce to call yourſelves your own. 
What your Anceſtors won ſo victoriouſſy, 
Crown's wath Conqueſt in the Field; 
You'd relinquiſh ; and O-moſt ingluzioully | 
To Oppreſliun tamely yatld. 


R 3 Fr erdomꝛ 


6186) 
Freedom now for her Flight makes Preparative, 
See her weeping quit the Shore; 
Britain's Loſs will be then paſt Comparative, 
Never to behold her more, 
Gracious God ! to aſſiſt exurgitate, 
Stretch forth thy vindictive Hand; 
Make Oppreſſors their Plunder regurgitate, 
And preſerve a finking Land. 
S ON G 272. 


B RUNETTA wou'd in vain conceal 


How well the likes her Lover; 
Her Breaſt, her Eyes each Thought reveal, 
Each warmeſt Hope diſcover. 
Words may be artful, and deceiv# ; | 
But in her wiſhing Eyes, 


And in her Breaſts, when'er kw 


Unerring Nature lies. 

Then fince Brunetta's Heart I know, 
And ſhe can gueſs at mine ; 

Why ſhould we not together go. 
Where each of them incline ? 


Why fear we what the Formal ſay, 
With grave cenſorious Brow ? 


- *Tis but the Malice of a Day, 


That envies what we do. 
Vile Sots and Gamefters every Day 
Their Reputation ſquander ; 
If ours we loſe, *tis in a way 
Might tewpt a Saint to wander. 
S ON G 273. 


Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny Bride ; 


Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny Marrow : 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny Bride, 
 Buſk and go to the Braes of Yarrow ; 
e Dew, 
Dancing w * fing the Morning ; 
There learn frae Turtles to prove true; 


o Bell, de er ven me Nich dy Scuuning, 


To 


(187) 
To weſtlin Breezes Flora yields, 

And when the Beams are kinvly warming, 
Blythneſs appears all o'er the Fields, 

And Nature looks mair freſh and charming, 
Learn frae the Burns that trace the Mead, 

Tho' on their Banks the Roſes bloſſom, 


Vet haſtilie they flow to Tweed, 


And pour their Sweetneſs in his Boſom. 


Haſte ye, haſte ye, my bonny Bell, 


Haſte to my Arms, and there Il 'guard thee 3 
With free Conſent my Fears 

I'll with my Love and Care reward thee. 
Thus ſang I ſaftly to my Fair, 

Who rais'd my Hopes without relenting, 


O Queen of Smiles, Paſk nae mair, 


Since now my bonny Bell's conſenting. 
S ON G 274. 
BUSY, curious, thirſty Fly, * 
Drink with me, and drink as I. 

Freely welcome to my Cup, 
Couldft thou fip, and fip it up : 
Make the moſt of Life you may, 
Life is ſhort, and wears away, 
Life is,, &c. 
Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haſt' ning quick to their Decline. 
'Thine's a Summer, mine no more, 
"Tho? repeated to Threeſcore ; 
Threeſcore Summers, when they're gone, 
Will appear as _ as — 
Will appear, &c. 


Va broad, a ſhadowy Willow, 
Heaven his covering, Earth his Pillow, 
Young Philander lay; 
Wailing to the paſſing Fountain, 
Eccho anſwering from a Mountain, 
Thus he ſpent the Day. 
Cloe, faireſt, deareſt Creature! 
Why ſo great a Foe to Nature? 


* N 
6186) 
ſo coy to me ? | 
Find you Muck in my Sighing ? 
Can you EIN dying ? 
Dying too for ! 
When old Night had ftretch'd her Curtain, 


To his Hut the Youth reſorting, 


Wail'd his Ditty o'er : 
All the Nymphs, but Cloe, borrow 
Water from his Sea of Sorrow, 
SON G 276. 


| BY diſma 1 Cypreſs lying, 


Damon cry'd, all pale and dying, 
Kind is Death, that ends my Pain, 
But cruel ſhe I lov'd in vain, 
The moſſy Fountains 
Murmur my Trouble, 
And hollow Mountains 
My Groans redouble : 
Ev'ry Nymph mourns me, 
Thus while I languiſh; 
She only ſcorns me, 
Who caus'd my Anguiſh, 
No Love returning, but all Hope denying z 
By a diſmal Cypreſs lying, f 
Like a Swan, ſo ſung he dying: 
Kind is Death, that ends my Pain, 
But cruel the I lov'd in vain. 
| 83 00 NG aw. is 
BY a murm' ring Stream a fair Shepherdeſs lay, 
Be ſo kind, O ye Nymphs, I oft times heard her ſay, 


To tell Strephon I die, if he paſſes this Way, 
| Mourrung. 


And that Love is the Cauſe of my 
Falſe Shepherds that tell me of Beauty and Charms; 


You deceive me, for Strephon's cold Heart never warms, 


Yet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his Arms, 

Oh Strephgn ! the Cauſe of my Mourning, 
But firſt, ſaid the, let me go 8 

Donn to the Shades below, 


. 
* 


„ 


* 
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— 
That 1 lov'd him ſo: 


| have 
Then on my pale Cheek no Bluſhes will ſhow, 
That Love was the Cauſe of my Mourning. 


Her Eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephon came by ; 
He thought ſhe'ad been ſleeping, and ſoftly drew nigh ; 5 
But finding her breathleſs, oh Heav'ns ! did he cry, 
Ah Chloris ! the Cauſe of my Mourning. 


Reftore me my Chloris, ye Nymphs uſe your Art. 
They ſighing reply'd, twas yourſelf ſhot the Dart 
That wounded the Wader young Shepherdeſs Heart, 
And kill'd the poor Chloris with 
Ah then is Chloris dead, 
Wounded by me ! he faid. | 
Fl follow thee, chaſte Maid, 
Don to the filent Shade. 
Then on her cold ſnowy Breaſt leaning his Head, 
Expir'd the poor Strephon * Mourning. 
B Beauty's Charms Camilla gains 
A Conqueſt o'er the Heart : 
A certain Empire then maintains, 
By various ſubtile Art. 


She knows, a conſtant Fondneſs cloys 
And palls the Lover's Tafte : 

So meaſures out his ſcanty Joys, 
Nor Favours grants in waſte. 


Sometimes the Jealous Mood ſhe tries, 
Feigns Fears and Doubts of Love : 
Doubts, to be clear'd by Vows and Sighs, 
The am'raus Flame t improve. 
If e'er of Bliſs he grows ſecure, | 
And Indolence enſues ; | | 
A new Gallant ſhe mokes her lure, | 
And Paſſion thus renews, | 


While flighted Maids, like Dido, rave 


At Gods and Men, in vain ; | | 
By wondrous Skill the holds her Slave 

In an Eternal Chain, 
SONG | 
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S O N © 279. 
RY Cheectht and Shaint Patrick, . 
About two in the Morning I wasput 33 { Night, 
Comes a Dog in a Doublet, Rripe'd all in ke Shirt, 
And throws down poor Teague very clean in the Dirt. 
Then firing his Piſtol direct on my Faiſh, 
Stand till, you damn'd Dag, or you're dead on the Plaith: 
De'el taulke him for me, for his Favour and Graiſh, 
For ne er was dear Joy in more ſorrowful Caiſh. 
Confounded, and fpeechiefs, bold as Hero I cry'd, 
Your Rogueſhip one Day ſhall at Thbarn be try'd : 


If Teague catch you again at ſuch vile Tricks as theſe, 


He will ſwear, Joy, vpon you his Majeſty's Peaſh. 
Thus threaten'd, he ſhivily ery d, my dear Honey, 


I'll not hurt thee at all, but preſent me thy Money. 


My Money, dear Joy; tis Teague s Soul—be's undone ; 
Well, eben take it all--for by Chreſht, I have none. 
> S EG 280. 

BY dimpled Brook, and Fountain brim, | 
The Wood Nymphs deck d with Daiſies trim, 
Their merry Wakes and Paſtimes keep: 
What has Night to do with Sleep ? | 
Night has better Sweets to prove; 
Venus now wakes, and wakens Lowes: 
Come, let us our Rites begin; 
*Tis only Day-Light that makes g. 
S © N G 281. 


a BY drinking drive dull Care away, 


Be briſk and airy, 
Never vary | 
In your Tempers, but be oy: 
Let Mirth know no Ceſſat | 
We all were born (Mankind egree) 
From dull Reflection to be free, 
But he that drinks not, cannot be: | 
Then anſwer your Creation. ; 
When Cupid wounds, grave Hymen heals, 
Then all our whining, 
Wiſhing, Striving, 
To embrace what Beauty yields, 
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(191) 
Is left when in Poſleffion 3 


But Bacchus ſends ſuch | "i forth, 


Poſſeſſion never palls tz Worth, 


We always wiſh' d for't from ous Birth, 


And ſhall for ever wiſh- on. 
All Malice here is flung afide, 
Each take his Glaſs, 
No Healths do paſs, 
Nor Party Feuds here e er abide, 
They nought but IIl occaſion; 
We only meet to celebrate 
The Day which brought us to this State, 
But not to curſe, nor yet to hate 
The Hour of our Creation, 


SON O 282. 
B Y Men betoy'd, how ſoon we're mov d 
How eaſily they perſwade! 
How eafily they perſwade. 
They pleaſe us ſo, who can ſay No? 
Or who wou'd die a Maid? 
Males for Females Heaven intended, 
So that Heav'n may'nt be offended, 
He that firſt makes Love to me, 


Shall find I'll be as fond as he, 


Shall find F1l be as fond as he. 
A tender Maid, at firſt tho' ſtaid, 
When once ſhe thinks of Love, 
When once ſhe thinks of Love, 
Will freely own that Lying alone, 
Is what ſhe can't approve. 
Fruit when young eats then the ſweeteſt, 
Looks the gayeſt and the neateſt, 
Women too, by all confeſt, 
When they're young kiſs'd, kiſs then the beff, 
When they're young kiſs d, kiſs then the beſt, 


S O N G 283. 
B Y Maſons Art th” aſpiring Dome 
In various Columns ſhall ariſe ; 
All Climates are their native Home, 
Their godlike Actions reach the Skies. 3 
| | £19 > 


Are Titles they moſt juſtly claim. 


Their Deeds ſhall live beyond the Grave, 


And ev*ry Age their Fame proclaim : 
Time ſhall their glorious Acts inroll, 


And Love with Friendſhip charm the Soul, 


S ON G 284. 
B Y Moon-light on the Green, 
Our bonny Laſſes cooing, 
One dancing there I've ſeen, 
Who ſeem' d alone worth wooing ; 
Her Skin like driv'n Snow, 
Her Hair brown as a Berry, 
Her Eyes black as a Sloe, 
Her Lips red as a Cherry. | 
Oh! how ſhe tript it, re it, 
Leapt it, ſtept it, 
Whiſk'd it, friſk'd it, 
Whirl'd ir, twirl'd it; 


With a Heave and a Toſs, 
And a Jerk at parting. 
With a Heave and a Toſs, 
And a Jerk at parting. 
As the ſat down, I bow'd, 
And veil'd my Bonnet to her : 
Then took her from the Crowd, 
With Honey-words to woo her ; 


| Sweet blitheſt Laſs, — 


| It is now bleak Weather 
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Still 


( 193 ) 
Still for a Dance I pray d, 
And we at laſt had ſeven 
And whilſt the Fiddle play'd, 
She thought berſelf in Heav'n. 
Oh ! how ſhe, &c. 
At laſt, ſhe, with a Smile, 
To dance again defir'd me; 


Quoth I, Pray ſtay awhile, 


For now, good Faith, you ve tir'd me: 


With that ſhe look'd upon me, 


And figh'd with muckle Sorrow : 
Then gang your ways, quoth ſhe, 
But dance again to-morrow. 
Oh ! how ſhe, &c. 
Y the Beer as brown as Berry, 
By the Cyder and the Perry, 


Which fo oft has made us merry. 


With 2 hy down, ho down, derry, 8. 5 : 


Maurelinda's I'll remain; 


True Blue will never ſtain: 
Mauxelinda's I'll remain, 
True Blue will never ſtain. 
SO N G 2386. 
BY the delicious Warmneſs of thy Mouth, 
And rolling Eye, which ſmiling tells the Truth, 


: 2 gueſs, my Latfie, that as well as I, 


You're made for Love, and why ſhould ye deny? 
But ken ye, Lad, gin we confeſs o'er ſoon, 
Ye think us cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done ; 
The Maiden that oer quickly tines her Pow'r, 
Like untipe Fruit will taſte but hard and ſow'r. 
But when they hing o'er lang upon the Tree, 
Their Sweetneſs they may tine, and ſae may ye; 
Red- checked you compleatly ripe appear, 
And I have thol'd and wao'd a lang haff Year. 
Then dinna pu me ; gently thus I fa” 
Into my Patie's Arms for good and a: 
But ſtint your Wiſhes to this frank Embrace, 
And mint aae farther till we've got the Grace, 
9 | 8 | 


- 


— 


(194) | 
O charming Armsfu* ! hence, ye Cares, away, 
Tu kiſs my Treaſure a* the live-lang Day: 
A' Night I'll dream my Kiſſes o'er again, 
Till that Day come that ye*ll be a“ my ain. 
| CHORUS. 
Sun, gallop down the weſtlin Skies, 
Gang ſoon to Bed, and quickly riſe ; 
O laſh your Steeds, poſt Time away, | 
And hafte about our Bridal Day : 
And if ye're weary'd, honeft Light, 
Sleep gin ye like a Week that Night. 
S O N G 287. 


| BY the gaily circling Glaſs ” 


We can ſee how Minna pals ; 
By the hollow Caſk are told 
How the waining Night grows old. 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy Day 
Drives us from our Sport and Play, 
What have we with Day to do? 
Sons of Care ! 'twas made for you. 


S ON G 288. 


BY the Mole on your Bubbies, ſo round and ſo white, 
By the Mole on your Neck, where my Arms would 


| By whatever Mole elſe you have got out of Sight {unite, 


I beſeech thee to hear me, dear Molly 


By the Kiſs juſt a ſtarting from off thy moiſt Lips, 
By the delicate up and down Jut of thy Hips, 
way? Is rewe, which ll Tongue ou. ar. | 


Ne 1 on which my Soul dies, 


By the Thing of all Things, which you Love as your Eyes, 


the Thoughts you lie down with, and thoſe when you 
* I beſeech, &c. 7 ; [riſe3 
By all the — Pleaſure a Virgin can ſhare, 
By the critical Minute no Virgin can bear, 
By the Queſtion I burn for to aſk, but don't dare, 
I beſcech thee to hear me, dear Molly 


SONG 
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| Whatever I ſuffer, forbcar, 


And vex'd to be abſent from Town : 

With a Chirp to her Sighs did reply : 
And the Kitten, as grave as a Cat, 

Sat mournfully purring hard by. 
Alas ! filly Maid that I was, 

Thus fraly complaining, ſhe cry'd ; 
When firſt I forſook that dear Place, 

Twere better by far I had dy d: 
How gayly I paſs'd the long Day, 

In a Round of continu'd Delight ? 


Park, Viſits, Aſſemblies, and Play, 


And Quadrille to enliven the Night. 
How ſimple was I to believe 


Delufive poetical Dreams, 
The flatt' ring Landſkips they give, 


Of Groves, Meads, and murm'ring Streams ? 


Bleak Mountains, and wild ſtaring Rocks, 
Are the wretch'd Refult of my Pains ; 


The Swains greater Brutes than their Flocks, 


And the Nymphs as polite as the Swains. 
What though I have Skill. to enſnare, 
Where Smarts in bright Circles abound ? 
What though at St. James's at Prayers, 
Beaus ogle devoutly around? 
Fond Virgin, thy Power is loſt 
On a Race gf rude Hottentot Brutes ; 
What Glory in being the Toaft 
Of noiſy dull Squires'in Boots. 
And thou, my Companion, fo dear, 
My all that is- left of Relief 


, 


Forbear to diſſuade me from Grief : 


_ *Tis in vain then, you'll fay, to repine 


At Ill which can't be redrefs'd ; 
But in Sorrows fo pungent as. mine, 


Ta be patient, alas! in a jeſt, 8 2 
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If farther, to ſooth my Diſtreſs, 
Thy tender Compaſſion is ted, 
Call Jenny to help to undreſs, - 
And decently put me to Bed. 
The laſt humble Solace I wait, 
Would Heaven indulge me the Boon, 
Some Dream leſs unkind than my Fate, 
In a Viſion tranſport me to Town. 


Clariſſa mean time weds a Beau, 
Whe decks her in goiden Array, 
The fineſt at ev'ry fine Show, 
And flaunts it at Parke and at Play ; 
Whilf here we are left in the Lurch, 
Forgot and ſecluded frem View, 
Unleſs when ſome Bumpkin at Church, 
Stares wiſtfully o'er the Pew. 
88S 0 N G 290, 
BY the Side of a great Kitchen Fire, 
A Srullion ſo hungry was laid, 
A Pudding was all his Defize, 
A Kettle ſupported his Head : | 
The Hogs, that were fed by the Houſe, 
To his Sighs with a Grunt did reply ; 
And a Gutter, thar car'd not a Louſe, 
Ran mournfully muddily by. 
But when it was ſet in a Diſh, 
Thus fadly complaining he ery'd, 


My Mouth it does water and wiſh; | 
I T think: it had better been fry'd. 4 
The Butter around it was ſpread, =. 
Twas 23 great as = Piince in li Choir: | 
Oh | could I but eat it, he ſaid, Un 
The Proof of the Pudding hes there. | 


How fooliſh was I to believe 

It was made for ſo homely a Clown : 
Or that it would have a Reprieve, 

From the dainty fine Folks of the Town! 
Could I think that a Pudding fo fine 

Could ever uneaten remove? | 

We labour that cthers may dine, | 

And live in a. Kitchen of Love; What 


Lo). 
What though at the Fire I've wrought, 
Where Puddings do broil and do fry ? 
K 
And none of it ever ſet by? 
Ah! Collin! thou muſt not be firſt ! 
Thy Knife and thy Platter reſign ; 
There's Marg ret will eat till ſhe burſt, 
And her Turn is ſooner than thine. 
And you, my Companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me ſo pale, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear at a Pudding to rail; 
Though thro? all the Rooms I ſhall rove, 
Ti vain from my Fortune to go, 
Ti its Fate to be often above, 
*Tis mine for to want it below. 
If while my hard Fate ! ſuſtain, 
In your Breaſt any Pity be found, 
Ye Servants that-early do dine, 
Come ſee how I lie on the Ground: 
Then hang up a Pan and a Pot, 
And ſorrow to ſee how I dwell ; 
And ſay, when you grieve at my Lot, 
Poor Collin lov'd Pudding too well. 
Then back to your Meat you may go, 
Which you ſet in your Diſhes ſo prim, 
Where Sauce in the middle does flow, 
And Flowers are ftrew'd on the Brim ; 
Whilſt Collin, forgotten and gone, 
By the Hedges ſhall diſmally rove, 
Unleſs when he ſees the round Moon, 
He thinks on a Pudding above. 
8 ON G 2091. 
Y che Toaſt of your Health, when full Bumpers go 
By the am' rous Maſquerade Beaus of de Town, [ down, 
By the powder'd pert Fop, and the ruſtick dull 
I prithee now hear me, dear Chloe. 
By the Pink of the Mode, which the Fair ſo adore, 
By the Pride of the Sex, when their Smiles we implore, 
By the Charms of your Dreſs, and the Force of its Pow'r, 
I ptichee, &c, 8 3 By 
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By the Poſy diſplay d on your Ring, or your Garter, 

By your delicate Snuff-Bax enamell'd much ſmarter, 

By the Je-ne-ſcay-quoy, when your Captives cry, Quarter, 
I prithee, &c. 

By the fimpering Dimple your Smiling diſcovers, 

By the ogling Glance when you captivate Lovers, 

By the coquetting Belles who cenſure all others, 
I prithee, &c. 

By that Circle your Hoop, which ſuch Charms does incloſe, 


By your killing bright Eyes, and your aquiline. Noſe, 


By the Death they commit, when a Spark you depoſe, 
I prithee, &c. | 

By your Lips ſo ambrofial, and Boſom fo fair, 

By your Parrot's fine Prattle, which charms your fine 


By the gen” rous Syiphs who make you their Care, [ Ear, 


I prithee, &c. | 
By your Lilly-white Hands, and Fingers ſo pretty, 
By your exquiſite Genius, fatetious and witty, | 


By all the gay Fancies deſcrib'd in this Ditty, 


I prithee now hear me, dear Chloe. 
S O N G 292, 
AN I view a doating Aſe, 
Cringing to a ſcornſul Laſs, 
And not burſt my Sides with ha, ha, ha! 
Or behold a haughty Fair, 
Giving Sentence of Deſpair, 
Nor the Farce deride with ha, ha, ha! 
Tho” I flatter, figh and whine, 
When I hope to have her mine, 
Yet when Frolick makes her prance, 
I give Muſick to her Dance, 
And tune her Pride with ha, ha, ha! 
S O N G 29% 
C 4 life be a Bleſſing, 
Or worth the poſſeſſing, 
2 life be a Bleſſing, if Love were away? 
\h no! tho' our Love all Night keep us waking, 
And thoegh he torments us with Cares all the Day, 


Vet he ſweetens, he ſweetens our Pains in the taking, 
There's an Hour at the laſt, there's an Hour to wy 
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In every poſſeſſing | 
The raviſhing Bleſſing, | 

ter, In every poſſeſſing the Fruit of our Pain, 
Poor Lovers forget lang Ages of Anguiſh, 
Whate'er they have ſuffer'd and done to obtain, 
Tis a Pleaſure, a Pleaſure to figh and to languiſh, 
When we hope, when we hope to be happy again. 


| N G 294. 
oe CAN Love be controul d by advice? 
* Will Cupid our Mothers obey ? 
4 Though my Heart were as fronen as Ice, 
N At his Flame twould have melted away. 
When he kiſt me, ſo cloſely be preſt, 
* Twas fo ſweet that I muſt have comply d: 
ar, So I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt, 


To marry for fear you ſhou'd chide. 
S O0 N 8 29;. 
CAN then 2 Look create a Thought, 
| Which Time can ne*er remove ? 
Yes, fooliſh Heart, again thou'rt caught, 
Again thou bleed*ſt for Love. 
| She ſees the Conqueſt of her Eyes, 
Nor heals the Wound the gave; 
She ſmiles, whene'er his Bluſhes riſe ; 
And, ſighing, ſhuns her Slave. 
Then, Swajn,.bebold, and ſtill adore her, 
Still her Hying | purſue ; 
Love ani Imeget both implore her, 
Pleadi Leut and Day for you! 
s O N G 296. 
[ ARE away, gae thou frae me, 
Tor I am no fit Match for thee, 
Thou bereaves me of my Wits, 
Wherefore I hate thy frantick Fits: 
Therefore I will Care no moir, 
Since that in Cares comes no reſtoir: 
Bat I will fing hey down a dee, 
And caſt doilt Care away frac me. 


8, 5 If I want, I care to get, 
* The moir I have, the moir I {ict ; 


Love 


— 


( 200 Y 
Love I much, 1 Care for moir, 

The moir I have I think I'm poor: 
Thus Grief and Care my Mind opprefs, 
Nor Wealth or Wae gives no redreſs; 
Therefore I'll Care no moir in vain, 


i Sore Que hes aft me ave Pole: 


Is not this World a fliddry Ball? 
And thinks Men ſtrange to catch a fall ? 
Does not the Sea baith ebb and flow ? 
And Fortune's but a painted Show, 
Why ſhou'd Men take Care or Grief, 


Since that by theſe comes no relief? 


Some Careful ſaw what Careleſs | 
And Wafters-ware what Niggards ſcrape. 
Well then, ay learn to knaw thy ſelf, 
And Care not for this warldly Pelf : 
Whether thy "Rate be great or ſmall, 
Give thanks to G op whate'er befall, 
Sae fall thou than ay live at eaſe, 
No ſudden Griek ſhall thee diſpleaſe 3 
Then mayſt thou fing, hey down a dee, 
When thou haſt caſt all Care frac thee. 


S ON G 297. 

CAULD be the Rebels caſt, | 
Oppreſſors baſe and bloody, 

1 hope we'll ſee them at the laſt 7 
Strung a up in a Woody. ; 
Bleft be he of Worth and Senſe, 4 
And ever high his Station, 
Fhat bravely ſtands in the Defence 
Of Conſcience, King and Nation. 


S O N G 298. 


CEASE, ceaſe of Cupid to complain, 
Love, Love's a Joy ev'n while a Pain : 

Then think how great his Bliſſes, 

Moving Glances, balmy Kiſſes, 

Charming Raptyres, matchleſs Sweets; 

Love alone all Joy compleats, 


SONG 
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SON G 299. i 
CEASE, ceaſe your Mourning, lovely Maid! 
| Nor ſhade thoſe ht enliv*ning Eyes; 
Oh! ſpare your Tears for him who's dead, 
And kindly pity him who dies. 
Your Damon I indeed believe 
Had every Virtue Man cou ' boaft, 
If even all the Sex were loſt, 
That Kings muſt leave their and die, 
The mighty Pow'rs of Heay'n 
It muſt be jutt that's done on high, 
And we on Earth ſhou'd not complain. 
Then let thoſe Eyes, which glad Mankind, 
Give Pleaſure to a dying Slave: 
Sure Celia boaſts a nob Mind, 
And will not kill whom ſhe can fave. 


Tell me what hath your Mind decreed, | 

And do not thus requite my Pain! 
Becauſe you mourn for Damon dead, 

You make me mourn, like you, in vain. 
If what I feel can never ſpeak 
| The Love and all the Truth I owe, 

What greater Tarments for your Sake 

Shou'd wretched Strephon undergo ? 
Others a prettier Form may boaſt, 

A handſome Face, or fuch like Pow'r, 
But Oh! I find it to my Caſt, 

That never Swain can love you more. 
Will you not then f the Dead ? 
Thrice happy Damon ! did you know, 

A Truth (as our Divines have ſaid) 

"Thoſe things on Earth the living do. 

But other employ your Care, 

| TAI x/ 4 a et] 

Yet you, my Celia, know that here 
We . 
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They ſay tis Faney 


Think, Celia, he, 
Whoſe Death you mourn to ſuch Exreſi ; 

As him you lov'd, love only me. | 
Think me to be what Damon was, 

When Smiles were ſeated on his Brow, 


But not that cold and Clay like Mafs 


Which pale-ey'd Death has made him now. 
For wou'd not all your kind Efteem 


Fly from you at the ghaftly Sight 
Of ſuch a dreadful thing as hi 


Wrapt in eternal Night ? 
Conſider well, thou lovely Maid ! 
Now youthful Time is in your Pow's ; 


For you yourſelf muſt once be dead, 


And all your Beauties ſhine no more. 
Thoſe Eyes ſhall loſe their Blaze of Day, 
+ The Roſes in your Cheeks be pale; 
No Muſick on Tongue ſhall ſtay, 

Nor from your Lips ſhall Sweets exhale. 
But all the Glories you can' boaſt, 

The Tyrant Death ſhall quite deftroy, 


| And even thoſe who love you moſt 


Will hate you as their Bane to Jey. 
Come, come, my Celia, ceaſe to mourn ; 


2 up thoſe Tears, and ſpread your Charm z | | 


never can return, - 
Take faithful Strephon to your Arms. 
Reflect, my Deareſt, if you grieve 
For one who dy'd as Fortune will'd, 
Much more of Reaſon will you have, 
For one whom your Uakindnefs bild. 
S 0 N G 300. 3 
E ASE, lovely Shepherd, ceaſe to. mours, 
C Nor longer wanton in thy Grief ; | 
Her Aſhes ſleep within their Urn; 
Let new-born Paſſion give Relief. 
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Sweets ſhe breathes, as Evening 
Paſſing o er the fragrant Vales : * 
Wide her Boſom opens, gay 

As the flow'ry Field in May. 

Low, her gloſſy Treſſes twine, 

Like the Tendrels on the Vine. 

Like the Hind before the Hounds, 
Through the ſilent Lawn ſhe bounds : 
And with lightſome Foot ſhe treads, 
When the winding Dance the leads. 
Tell me, Shepherds; have you ſeen 
My Delight, my little Queen ? 


S O N G 304 


CErapon, when Spring came an, 
Woo' d Sylvia in a Grove, 

Both gay and young, and ſtill he ſung 
The ſweet 2 of Love : 

Wedded and Boys, 

| —_— of this and that ! 

Tk — Kiſs, and charming Bliſs, 
That crowns the Marriage Bed; 


He ſnatcht her Hand, the blud's and fand, 


And ſeemꝰ d as if afraid ; 
Forbear, ſhe cries, your fawning Lies, 
I've Sod to die a Maid, 


Celadon, at that began 
To talk of Apes in Hell, 3 
And what is worſe, the odious Curſe 
Of growing old and ſtale 3 
Loſs of Bloom, when Wrinkles come, 


And Offers kind when none will mind; 


The rofie Joy, and ſparkling Eye, 
Grown faded and decay d; 


At which, when known, ſhe chang'd her Tone, 


And to the Shepherd ſaid, 


Der Swain, give o. er, I'll think e More, | 


Beckie I'll die a Maid, 


Cel 


Dan 


Celim 


( 205 ) 
Dam. CET INE N A, of my Heprt 
| None ſhall e er bereave you 3 
If with your good leave I may 
Quartel with you once a-day, 
I will never leave you. 


Celim. Paſſion's but an empty Name 
| Where reſpect is wanting: 
Damon, you miſtske your Aim z | 
Hang your Heart and burn your Flame, 
If you muſt be ranting, 


Dam. Love as dull and muddy is 
As decaying Liquor: 
Anger ſets it on the Lees, 
And refines it by Degrees, 
Till it works the quicker, 
Celim. Love by Quarrels to beget 
Wiſely you endeavour z 
With a grave Phyſician's Wit, 
Who to cure an Ague-fit, 
Put me in a Fever. 
Dam. Anger rouzes Love to fight, 
And his only Bait is 
Tis the Spur to- dull Delight, 
Ard is but an esger Bite, 
When Deſire at height is. 
Celim. If ſuch Drops of Heat can fall 
In our woving Weather, 
If ſuch Drops of Heat can fa!l, 
We ſhall have the Devil and all 
When we come together. 
$ 0 N G 306. | 
ELINDA, by what petent Art, 
Or unreſiſted Charm, 
Doſt thou thine Bar and deere Bert 
Againſt my Paſſion arm? 
Or, by what hidden Influence 
NG Of Pow'rs in one combin d, . 
| | Doſt thou rob Love of either Senſe,  — 
Made Deaf as well as Blind? T _ 


206) 


Sure thou, as Friends, united haſt 
Two diftant Deities ; | 

And Scorn within thine Heart das plac'd, 
And Love within thine Eyes. 

Or, thoſe ſoft Fetters of thy Hair, 

1 bondage that diſdains 

All liberty, do guard thine Ear 

Free from all other Chains. 


Then my Complaint how canſt thou hear, 
Or I this Paſſion fly, | 
Since thou impriſon'd haſt thine Ear, 
And not ccnfin'd thine Eye? 
$S O N G 307. 
CELIA, charming Celia, hear me, 
Liſten to a Lover's Vo- w, 
Smile, thou lovely Nymph, and cheer me, 
Let no Frown deform thy Brow, 
Let no Frown deform thy Brow. 
Tell me, is't a Crime to love you, 
Whom the Gods have made ſo fair? 
Let my Sighs and Prayers move you, 
And reward a Love ſincere. 
*Tis not, tis not wild Deſire, 
But the ſofteſt Pains of Love: 
Cheriſh then a noble Fire, 2 
And the generous Flame improve. 
Lovely Celia, I adore you, 
Kindly eaſe a Lover's Smart ; 
I ne*erlov'd a Maid before you, 
You alone poſieſs my Heart. 


Think, my Dear, how frail is Beauty, 
Think how long your Charms can laſt ; 
To employ them is your Duty, 
Time is ne er recall'd when paſt. 
| SON GC 308. 
Cx la, my Heart has often rang 'd 
per) 2 — . 
many Loves has chang'd, 
Till it was fir d on yours ; . 


. (207) 
But, Celia, when I ſaw thoſe Eyes, 
Twas ſoon determin'd there 
Stars might as well forſake the Slcies, ; 
And vaniſh into Air, 
Now, if from this great Rule I err, 
New Beauties to adore, | 
May IJ again turn Wanderer, 
And never ſettle more. f 
| | S O N G 40g. 
CELIA has a thouſand Charms ; 
= "Tis Heav'n to lie within her Arms; 
While I ſtand gazing on her Face, 
Some new and ſome reſiſtleſs Grace, 
Fills with freſh Magic all the Place. 
While I ſtand gazing, &c. | 
But while the Nymph I thus adore, 
I muſt my wretched Fate deplore 
For, oh ! Myrtillo, have a Care, 
Her Sweetneſs is above Compare, 
But then ſhe's falſe as well as fair. 
Have a Care, Myrtillo, &c. 


S O N G 31, 
CELIA, hence with AﬀeCtation, 
Hence with all this careleſs Air; 
Hypocriſy is out of Faſhion : 
With the Witty and the Fair. 
Nature all thy Arts diſcloſes, 
While the Pleaſures ſhe ſupplies, 
Paint thy glowing Cheeks with Roſes, 
And inflame thy ſparkling Eyes. 
Fooliſh Celia, not to know . - 
Love thy Intereſt and thy Duty, 
Thou to Love alone do'ſ owe 
All chy Joy, and all thy Beauty. 
Mark the tuneful feather d Kind, 
At the coming of the Spring; 
All in happy Pairs are join d, 
And becauſe they love, 44 fing. 


$0N0 
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SON G 312. 
CELIA, hoard thy Charms no more; 
| Beauty” s like the Miſer's Treaſure, 
Still the vain Poſſeſſor's poor: 
What are Riches without Pleaſure ? 
Endleſs ''ains the Miſer takes 
To enereaſe his Heaps of Money; 
Lab'ring Bees his Pattern makes, 
Vet he fears to taſte his Honey, 


Views, with aching Eyes, his Store, 
Trembling, left he chance to loſe it, 
Pining ſtill for want of more. 


Tho' the Wretch wants Pow'r to uſe it. 


Celia thus, with endlefs Arts, 

Spends her Days, her Charms i improving, 
Lab' ring till to conquer Hearts, 

Yet ne'er taſtes the Sweets of Loving ; 


Views with Pride, her Shape, her Face, 
Fancying till ſhe's under Twenty: 
Ape brings Wrinkles on a-pace, 
While ſhe ſtarves with all her Plenty. 
Soon or late they both will find, 
Time their Idol from them ſever 3 
He muſt leave his Gold behind, 
Lock'd within his Grave for ever. 


Celia's Fate will ill be worfe, = 
When her fading Charms deceive her 
Vain Defire will be her Curſe, 
When no Mortal will relieve her. 
Celia, hoard thy Charms no more, 
Beauty's like the Miſer's Treaſure : 
Taſte a little of thy Store, 
What is Beauty without Pleaſure ? 


$0. 6 ms 
CELIA, in whoſe attractive Smile 
Love undiſſembled ſhines, 
Whoſe gen rous Breaſt no ſhadowy Guile 
F'er knew, nor mean Defigns ; 


* 5 » 


* - 


To 


Hc 


To 


A : _. 4 
To thee, with ardent Zeal, my Soul 
Avows her glorious Flame ; | 
Nor Reaſon can that Warmth controul, 
Thy taper Waiſt with juſter Grace, 
No Ribs of Whale can bind ; 
No Art pollutes thy blooming Face, 
No Vice thy ſpotleſs Mind. 


What tho' ſwift Time will bring the Hour, 


How vain is Beauty's Boaſt 
When that fair Frame, ſweet ſhort-liv'd Flow'r, 
„ Shall fink to Parent Duſt! 
Wit, Candour, Wiſdom, Courage, Truth, 
The Charms thy Soul improve, 
Shall flouriſh in immortal Youth, 
And win immortal Love. 
The Sun ſhall headlong leave the Skies, 
Shorn of his golden Ray : | 
Thou, Celia, from the Duſt ſhalt riſe, 
And ſhine in endleſs Day. x 
CELIA! my Deareſt, no longer depreſs me, 
But haſten to bleſs me, 
And fly to my Arms. 
O could I charm you 
Huw I would warm you ! | 
How I would revel and ſport in your Arms! 
No one 1s near, | | 
Why ſhould we fear ? 
Why ſhould we then theſe Moments delay ? 
If Pve offended, 
I ne' er intended; 


PU beg your Pardon another Day. 


0 0». Sd 
CELIA, now my Heart hath broke 
The bond of your ungentle Yoke, 

Diſſolv d the Fetter of that Chain 

By which I ftrove ſo long in vain : 
May I be lighted if I e er 

Am caught again within your Snare, 


Am caught, &c, T 3 i wy, 


4 10 * 
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In vain you ſpread your treach'rous Net, 
In vain your wily Snares are ſet ; 
The Bird can now your Arts eſpy, 
And, arm'd with Caution, from them fly: 
Some heedleſ Swain yaur Prey may be, 


But faith you're too well known to me, 


But faith, &c. 

I with Contempt can now deſpiſe 
The treach*rous Follies of your Eyes, 
And with Contempt can fit and hear 
You prattle Nonſenſe half a Year, 
And go away as litile mov'd 
As you was lately when I lov'd, 

As you was, &c. 

I wonder what the Plogue i it was 

Made me ſuch a ſtupid Aſs, 

To fancy ſuch a noble Grace 

In your Language, Mien and Face, 
Where now I nothing more can find 
Than what I ſee in all your Kind, 
Tran what, &c. 


Thus when the drouſy God of Sleep, 
Upon cur wearicd Fancies creep, 
Some headleſs Piece of Image rite, 

By Fancies form'd delude our Eyes; 
But ſoon as &er the Gd of Day 
Appears, they faint and die away, 
Appears, they, &c. 


SON G 225. 
EI. IA now 1s all my Song, 
And all the Language of my Tongue; 
Of every waking Thoughr the Theme, 
And Viſion tov of every Dream: + 


When her I ſing, myfelf 1 | gh > 


And talking of her I'm at 
Only to think on her, I'd with to wake; 
Ang fumber only for the Viſion's Sake, 


SONG 


62110 
CE LI A's Smiles will quite undo me, 
Yet her Frowns I cannot bear, 
Love in every Shape purſues me ; 
Why was Celia made ſo fair! 
Why, ye Powers, did ye beſtow, 
So much Beauty here below ? 
Why fo many Charms on one, 
And yet to be poſſeſs d by none? 
S. 0: N © 3373. 
ELIA, that I once was bleſt, 
Is now the Torment of my Breaſt, 
Since to curſe me, you bereave me 
Of the Pleaſure I poſſeſt: 
Cruel Creature, t#deceive me, 
Firſt to love, and then to leave me 
Had you the Bliſs refus'd to grant, 
I then had never known the Want; 
But poſſeſſing once the Rleſſing, 
Is the Cauſe of my Complaint, 
Once poſſeſſing is but taſting, 
*Tis no Bliſs that is not laſting, 
Celia now is mine na more, 
But I am her's, and muſt adore. 
Not to leave her, will endeavour, 
Charms that captiv'd me before; 
No Unlcindneſs can diſſever, 
Love that's true is Loye for ever. 


S 0 N 6 3:4, 
CELIA the Charming, 
My Fancy's Darling, 

All Hopes diſarming, 
Croſſes the Main; 

Since we muſt ſever, 

Farewel for ever, 

Thou greateſt Pleaſure, 

Thou greateſt Pain. 

No Beauty ſhall move me, 

If you will love me, 

Or if you approve me, 


E'er 
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E'er ſhall again; 
On this relying, 
Tho? you are flying, 
Yet when I'm dying 
Fll figh your Name. 
Youth and Defire 
Will fan the Fire, 
And make me aſpire 
To all your Gain. 
Go then and leave me, 
Ere you deceive me, 
Death muſt relieve me, 
And eaſe my Pain, 
0 
CELINDA, think not, by 
= To vanquiſh my Deſire, 
By telling me I figh in Vain, 
And feed a hopeleſs Fire; 
Deſpair it ſelf too weak does prove 
Your Beauty to diſarm, 
By Fate I was ordain'd to Love, 
As you were born to Charm, 
| S O N G 320. 
CELIA, thou faireſt of the Fair, 


. 


Thoſe Eyes ſuch pointed Arrows bear, 


To dart Defiance round: 
Thus to go arm'd in you is vain, 
Whoſe very Frown, or cold Diſdain, 
Can kill without a Wound. 
Then be not, Celia, thus diſgrac'd, 
Let Swords on fitter Limbs be plac'd ; 
From ſuch rough Acts deſiſt: 
Unarmed you can conquer more, 
Nor can great Mars, with all his Pow'r, 
Your naked Force refiſt 
1 & 4 O N G 3321. 
„too late you wou'd repent 
C 2 | . 
Is, now, but like a Pardon ſent 
To one that's dead before, 
| 2 


While 


T8) 
While at the firft you. cruel prov'd, 

And grant the Bliſs too late; 
You hindr'd me of one I lov'd, 

To give me one I hate. 
I thought you innocent, as fair, 
When firſt my Court I made; E 
But when your Falſhoods plain appear, 7 
My Love ne longer ſtay d. | 
Your Bounty of theſe favours ſhown, | 

Whoſe Worth you firſt deface, 
Is melting valued Medals down, 

And giving us the Braſs, | 
Oh, fince the thing we beg's a Toy, 

That's priz*d by Love alone, 
Why cannot Women grant the Joy, 

Before the Love is gone ? 

| 0 SW 0 23 
CELIA, with mournful Pleaſure, hears 

My foft Complaints of Love; 

Mingles her Wiſhes, Sighs, and Tears, 

And vows her Heart I move: 
But, when to the bleſt Hour I preſs, 
The willing Maid denies ; 
And, tho' a Paſſion the confeſs, 

Yet her lov'd Martyr dies. 
Duty forbids my tender Suit, 

When e'er ſhe bids me live; | 
That guardian Fame defends the Fruit, 

The nodding Bow wou' d give: 
Ah ! might I with an am' rous Prayer 
Attone her Fate and mine, | 
We'd both enjoy ; but to my Share 

Fall all the Load of Sin, 

| SO N G 323. 
(Eaſe, dear Larinda, ceaſe admiring, 

Why Crowds and Noiſe I diſapprove; 

Whate'er I ſee abroad is tiring, 

O let us to ſome Cell remove; 


——— —ę— — 
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Where all alone ourſelves enjoying, 
Enrich'd with Innocence and Peace, 


On nobleft Themes our Thoughts employing 


Let us our inward Joys increaſe z 


And ſtill the happy Taſte purſuing, 


Raiſe our Love and Fnendſhip higher; 
And thus the ſacred Flames renewing, : 
In Extaſies of Bliſs expire. 
S O0 N G 324. 
Damon. 
Ce, fair Caliſtris, ceaſe diſdaining; 
Tu Time to leave that uſeleſs Art ; 
Your Shepherd's weary of complaining ; 
Be kind, or he'll reſume his Heart, 
CALISTRIS. © 
Damon, be gone; I hate complying ; 
Go Court ſome fond, believing Maid : 
I take more Pleaſure in denying, 
in the Conqueſts I have made. 


* DamoN. 


Why, cruel Nymph, why, why ſo ſighting? 


Is this the Treatment I muſt have? 
Were not your Beauty fo inviting, 
I wou'd no longer be your Slave. 
CALISTRIS, 
Damon, be gone, I hate complying z 
Your Heart's not worth the having; 
Were there ten thouſand Shepherds dyiog, 
Nat one —— . 
S - 25. 
CEASE to purſue the — 
One Thought of thine engage; 


Leave her to ſtale Virginity, 


Let Pride in Vouth her Torment be, 
And Envy in old Age. 
38 0 N 8 36. 
C ECILIA, when with artful Note 
You charm the attentive Ear; 
And warble from your tuneful Throat 
What Seraphims might hear; 
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My Soul in Raptures feels the Song, 
And dwells upon the Sound: 
So Syrens draw the liſt ning Throng, 
And pleaſe them while they wound. 
S ON G 327. 
C Elebrate this Feſtival, 
| "Tis ſacred, bid the Trumpets ceaſe ; 
Kindly treat Maria's Day, 
And your Homage twill repay ; 
Bequeathing Bleflings on our Iſle, 
The tedious Minutes to beguile : 
Till Conqneſt to Maria's Arms reſtore 
Peace and her Heroe, to depart no more. 


| S O N G 328. | 
6 Eleſtial Muſes, tune your Lyres, 
Grace all my Raptures with your Lays ; 
Charming, enchanting Kate inſpues, | 
In lofty Sounds her Beauties praiſe: 
How undefigning ſhe diſplays | 
Such Scenes as raviſh with Delight; 
Though brighter than Meridian Rays, 
They dazle not, but pleaſe the Sight. 
Blind God, give this, this only Dart, 
I neither can nor will her harm: 
I would but gently touch her Heart, | 
And try, for once, if that can charm, 
Go, Venus, uſe your fav'rite Wile, 
As ſhe is beauteous make her kind ; 
Let all your Graces round her ſmile, 
And ſooth her till I Comfort find, 
When thus by yielding I'm o' er- paid, 
And all my anxious Cares remov'd ; 
In moving Notes I'll tell the Maid, 
With what pure, laſting Flames I lov'd. 
Then ſhall altergate Life and Death 
My raviſh'd, flutt*ring Soul poſſeſs ; 
The ſofteſt, tendereſt things I'll breathe 
Betwixt each am rous, fond Careſs, 


SONG 
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S ON 0 229. | thy 

C Harm' d with Belinda's Voice and 5 Fo 

I 2{k'd Apollo's Aid, | A] 

That I might fing i in — fit, _ | | 

The harmonious, heavenly Maid. | | L= 

Unleſs, ſaid he, ſhe form the Song, | "LY 

Unleſs ſhe fing the Strain, Pit 

The Senſe, the Mufic of "ol Teague, 0 

Muſt undeſcrib'd remain. She 

S O N G 373 1 

C Harmer, hear your faithful Lover, Sli 

Nor diſdain to admit bis Flame; 1 0 

Ceaſe to ſlight, your Scorn give over, Ves 

| Conſtant ever I'll remain, V 

Charms ſurround thoſe lovely Features, Stre 

Tender Pity grant your Slave: | S 

Turn, and be ſo Kind a Creature; | 

Haſte, and heal the Wounds you gave. | Q 

S O N G 331. "IMP: 

Harmer, now eaſe me, — tt 

Leave me not pining here, dying for you ; 3 

How could you wound me ſo, AS 

And now wou'd from me ga; C: 

- Phillis, take care of what you now do. | If on 

Shou'd you now leave me 1 

Sighing here, ſtriving to conquer Diſdain; - 1 

No ſooner you fly me, | Lock! 

More Sorrows they try me, Loft i 
Your Abſence, dear Phillis, augments my Paia. 

S830 6 333. CHa 

Harming Chloe, look with Pity 7" 

On your faithful Love-fick Swain; See he 

Hear, oh! hear his doleful Ditty, An 

And relieve his mighty Pain. -But ra 

Find you Muſick in his Sighing ? | Wh 

Can you ſee him in Diſtreſs ? | Kings 

""— trembling, panting, dying And 


= Yet afford no kind Redreſs! 


( 237 ) 
Strephon mov'd by lawleſs Paſſion 
For no Favours rudely ſues z 
All his Flame is out of Faſhion, 
Ancient Honour for him wooes. 

Love for Love 's the Swain's Ambition 
But if that is deem'd too great, 
Pity, pity his Condition, 
Say, at leaft, you do not hate. 
Shou'd you, fonder of a Rover, 
Practis d in the Art of Guile, 
_ Slight ſo true and kind a Lover, 
Chloe, might not Strephon ſmile ? 
Yes, well pleas'd at thy undoing, 
Vulgar Lovers might upbraid ; 
Strephon, conſcious of thy Ruin, 
Soon would be a filent Shade. 
| S O0 N © 333. 
( Harming fair Amoret, that dear Undoer, 
— Altho? the flies me, yet fill I'll purſue her; 
Nothing like Conſtancy becomes a Lover, 
E'er he ſhould reap the Joy, much muſt he ſuffer: 
Martyrs their dying Flames court as a Bleſſing, 
And ſoon fcrget the Pain, once Heav'n poſſeſſing. 
Can I but touch her Heart with Inclination ; 
If on my raging Smart ſhe'd take Compaſſion, 
And with a gentle Sigh deign to deplore me, 
Nothing ſo bleſt as I e*er lov'd before me: 
Lock'd in her Arms I'd lie faint and expiring, 
Loſt in the mighty Joy, yet fill deficing. 
S0 N G 334. 
(CHarming Flavia, caſt your Eyes 
On the Slave that's at your Feet : 
See he panting, trembling lies, 
And dare not riſe till you think fit. 
-But rather, Flavia, let him lie; 
When he, ambitious Slave, is dead, 
Kings will his happy State envy, 
And wiſh they in his Place had laid. 
15 Then ſince to die at Flavia's Feet, 

trephon =» Can thus from Monarchs Envy move; 

How bleſt the Youth, whom the doth meet 3 

In all the Eeſtaſies of Love U Ohl 


( 218 ) 
Oh! were the mighty Bliſs but mine, 
Immortal Jove would envy me ; 
"Midft Heav'nly Joys he. would repine, 
And on me far more bleſt than he, 

S ON 8 335. 


CHarming is your Shape and Air, 


And your Face as Morning fair; 


Coral Lips, and Neck of Snow, 
Cheeks where op'ning Roſes blow ; 
When you ſpeak, or ſmile, or move, 
All is Rapture, all is Love. 

But thoſe Eyes, alas! I hate 

Eyes, that, heedleſs of my Fate, 
Shine with undiſcerning Rays, 
On the Fopling idly gaze ; 


Watch the Glances of the vain, 


Meeting mine with cold Diſdain. 


SO N G 336 


(CHarming Phillis, clear as Lillies, 
But her Will is to diſdain ; | 
This fair Creature's beauteous Features 
Give me Pleaſure mix'd with Pain. 
Lips like- Cherries, black as Berries 
Are the Eyes of Phillis fair; 
Slender waifted, Snow-white breaſted, 
None with Phillis can compare. 


Ever pleaſing, never teazing, 
Yet ſhe's freezing cold as Snow 
To her Lover, who to move her, 
Melting Language does beftow. 
Send an Arrow, pierce her thorough, 
Oh! kind Cupid, ſee my Grief: 
Make her kinder, let me find her 
Warm'd with Love to figd Relief. 


E 
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Lovely Jewel, be not cruel, 


Quench my Fuel, 28 me burn; 
See me languiſh, eaſe my . 

Turn, oh! lovely Charmer, 
Grant your Favour, and I ever 

Will endeavour to adore ; 
T'll careſs thee, and will bleſs thee, 

With true Love for evermore. 

S 0 N G 337. 
(cLarinda does at Fifty Six 
To youthful Charms lay claim, 

Saunters and liſps, plays Monkey Tricks, 

At ev*ry Heart takes Aim. | 
Aukardly gay, the Coquet apes, 

And roll her dying Fyes, 
Aſſumes Variety of Shapes ; 

Yet makes, alas! no Prize. | 
Twelve diff rent Airs one Hour will ſhew, 

Our ſtubborn Hearts Cengage ; 


But all theſe Arts will nevec do 


To blind us to her Age. 
Fain ſhe'd avoid the heavy Curſe 
Laid on the ancient Belle, 


But as ſhe has no heavy Purſe, 


She muſt lead Apes in Hell. 
Larinda, the Pride of the Plain, | 
So fam'd for her conquering Charms, 
Repenting her Scorn of a Swain, 
Sat penſive, and folding her Arms: p 
Her Lute, and her ſhining Attire, 
Negle&ed, were laid at her Side: 
While pining with hopeleſs Deſire, 
The Damlſel thus mourafally cry'd : 
Oh ! could the paſt Hours but return, | 
= 


Clarinda would mutuall 
Weit annals d the aht: 
| U 2 | But 
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But far from the Plain he is k 
Enjoys the ſweet Smiles of a Fair, 
Whoſe Kindneſs the Shepherd has wen, 
And Clarinda no more is his Care. 
How oft at theſe Feet has he lain, 
Bewailing his ſorrowful Fate 
But all his Compl.ints were in vain, 
I fooliſhly doated on State. 
J long'd to be gaz'd on in Town, 
To ſparkle in golden Array 
By my Dreſs and my Charms to be known, 
In the Park, and at ev'ry new Play. 
I thought without Grandeur and Fame, 
That Marriage no Bleſſing could prove: 
Some wealthy young Heir was my Aim 3 
And I lighted poor Angelot's Lose. 
Such Madneſs beſotted my Mind, 
I recerv'd all his Sighs with Diſdain; 
I regarded his Vows but as Wind, 
And ſcornfully fmil'd at his Pain. 
How happy my Fortune had been, 


Could my Reaſon have canquer'd my Pride 


In Bliſs T had rivall'd a Queen, _ 
Had I been my dear Angelot's Bride: 
With him more Content I had found, 
Than Grandeur and Fame can ſupply ; 
For his Fondneſs my Wiſhes had crown'd, 
Wich a Paſſion that never would die. 


I had feaſted with innocent Joy | 
On the Pleaſures of Kindnefs and Eaſe; 


While the Fears which the Great-ones annoy, 


Had ne'er interrupted y Peace. 
But ah! that glad Proſpect is une 
His Love I can never regato; 
And the Loſs I ſhalt ever bemoan, 
Till Death ſhall relieve me from Pain. 
Thus wail'd the fad Nymph all in Tears, 
When the Swain to t 
In his Hand his new Confort appears, 
With a Train gaily join'q in a Dance. 


Impatient, 


My Boon do not deny 
If you'll not be my own, 
Your Martyr I muſt die, 
Remember that my Love 
To you is ever true: 
I can't my Paſſion move, 
It's fix'd till Death on you. 
If you my Life will ſave, 
Receive me in your Arms; 
Or fink me in my Grave 
A Victim to your Charms. 
But when I'm dead and gone, 
Let this then be Guide ; 
Engrave it on my Tomb, | 
For you I lv d and dy'd, Eg 
„„ 
CHLOE! your your forerrign Charms I on; 1 
I feel the fatal Smart: oo 25 
The Olay, pak en, og alone  ,. 
fix my wandring Heart, 
3 beauteous Sex, with various Grace, 
My Paſſions oft have mov d; 
And now a Shape, and then a Face, 
As Fancy led, I lov'd. 
So does the vagrant Bee explore 
Each Sweet that Nature yields ; 
Lightly the ſcims from Flower to Flower, 
And ranges all the Fields. 
But you have found the cruel Art, 
To cure my roving Mind; 
Each female Beauty you impart, 
Your Sex in one combin'd. 


U3 My 
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My Eyes diſcloſe my ſecret Pain; 

My conſtant Sighs diſcoxgr, 
Tho' in deep Silence I ein, 
That I am Chloe's Lover. 
Irkſome I paſs the Hours away, 
When baniſh'd from your Sight 3 
I languiſh all the live long Day, 
And all the wakeful Night, 
Tell me, ye learn'd, who ſtudy much 
The Nature of Mankind, we 
Why, if I think, or look, or touch, 
If the be coy or kind; 


I feel my Boſom ſtrangely move, 
uick Throbbings ſeize my _ 
All that J know is, that I love; 
Do you explain the reſt. = 
$ © N T&- . 
(CHLOE, a Coquet in her Prime, 
The vaineſt, fickleft Thi 
Behold the firange. Effects of Tim 
Marries, and doats at Forty Five. 
So Weather-cocks, that fbr 2 while. 
Have ver'd about with every Rlaft, 
| Grown old, and deſtitute of © Oil, 
Ruſt to a Point, and fix at aft. 
| 5 0 N G 34 
(CHLOE briſk and dy abgeare, 
On Purpoſe to invite: N 
Yet, when J preſs. her, ſhe, in Tears 
Denies her ſole Delight. 
Whiiſt Celia, ſeemiag ſhy and cay, 
To all her Favours grants; 
And ſectetly receives the Joy, 
Which others think ſhe wants, 
I wou'd, but fear I never ſhall, 
With either Eair agree ; 
For Celia will be kind to all, 
But Chloe won't to me. 


alive, | 
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S O N G 343. 
CHLOE bluſh*d, and frown'd, and ſwore, 
And puſh'd me rudely from her : 
I call'd her faithleſs jilting Whore, 
'To talk to me of Honour. | 
But when I roſe, and wevld be gone, 
She cry'd, nay, whither go ye ? 
Young Damon, ſtay ; now we're alone, 
Do, do, do what you will, 
Do what you will with Chloe : 
Do what you will, what you will, 
What you will with Chloe: 
Do what you will, what you will, 
What you will with Chloe, 
S$ O N G 344. 
CHLOE, be kind, no more perplex me, 
Slight not my Love at ſuch a rate; 
Shou'd 1 your Scorn return, 'twan'd vex ye, 
Love much abus'd will turn to Hate. 
How can you, lovely charming Creature, 
Put on the Look of cold Diſdaln? 
Women were firſt deſign d by Nature, 
To give a Pleaſure, not a Pain. 
Kindneſs creates a Flame that's laſting, 
When other Charms axe fled away; 
Think on the Time we now are waſting, 
Throw off thoſe Frowns, and Love obey. 


S ON G 345. 
CHLOE found Love for his Pſyche in Tears; | 
She play d with his Dart, and ſmil'd at his Fears; 
Till feeling at length the Poiſon it keeps, | 
Cupid he ſmiles, and Chloe ſhe weeps : 
Till feeling at length the Poiſon it keeps, 
Cupid he ſmiles, and Chloe ſhe weeps, 
Cupid he ſmiles, and Chloe ſhe weeps. 
| S ON G 346. 
CHLOE » handſome, briſk, and gay, 
And gets new Lovers ey'ry Day 


For 
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For in her Eye doth dwell 
A ſecret and a pow*rful Charm. 
That wou'd the 6 coldeſt Hermit warm, 
And draw him from his Cell. 
When firſt I ſaw her, I beliey'd 
An Angel's Form my Sight deceiv'd, 

So graceful was her Mien; 
And furely Angels cannot be 


More bright than is this lovely She, 


Who is of Beauty Queen. 


He happy will the Youth be then, 


Who does with matchleſs Truth obtain 
' Poffeflion of her Heart! 
To meet with ſuch a pow'rful Cure, 


The worſt of Torments I'd endure, 


And laugh at all the Smart, 
$ONG 


C HL O E, my fair Deſpiſer, 
Take Warning, and be wiſer, 
Nor more refuſe me: 
If I ſhould change my Mind, 
And ſhould ſome Charmer find 
That Pity may make kind, 
You might loſe me. 
Too long to ſlight a Lover's Pains, 
Shews but the Folly of the Mind; 
*Tis difficult to hold Love's Reins, 
When thoſe that hold them are unkind : 
The prudent Fair, (as there are ſuch) 
That ſmile, and kindly play the Rein, 
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Nor hold their Hands, nor give too much, 


O'er all the World a Conqueſt gain, 
Smile, my Fair, and take the Prize, 
My Heart is yet your Right, 


Love waits Orders from thoſe Eyes, 


To ſtay, or take his Flight, 
WY. 
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S O0 N G 348. 
HL OE, ſure the Gods above 
For our Joys did you compoſe, 
Graceful as the Queen of Love, 
Wanton as the billing Dove, 
Fragrant as the blowing Roſe. 


Wit and B&nty both we find, 

Striving which ſhall arm you moſt : 
Doubly, Chloe, thus you bind; 
Had not Nature made ycu kind, 

We, alas! were doubly loft. 

S O N G 349. 
HLOE, when I vi2 thee ſmiling, 
Joys celeſtial round me move, 

Pleaſing Viſions, Car Gs 


To behold thee gaily ſhining, 
Is a Pleaſure paſt defining, 

Ev*ry Feature charms my Sight; 
But, O Heav'ns ! when I'm careffing, | 
Thrilling Raptures, never ceafing, 

Fill my Soul with ſoft Delight. 
Ob! thou lovely deareft Creature ! 

Sweet Enflaver of my Heart ; 

Beauteous Maſter- piece of Nature, 
Cauſe of all my Joy and Smart ! 


In thy Arms enfolded lay me, 
To diflolving Bliſs convey me, 
| Softly ſooth my Soul to reſt ;; 
Gently, kindly, oh my Treaſure ? 
Bleſs me, let me die with Pleaſure, 
On thy panting ſnowy Breaſt. 
8 0 KN CG. 350. 
2 HL O E's a Gaddefs in the Groves, 
A Naiad in the Streams; 
An Angel in the Church ſhe moves; 
A Woman in my Dreams. 
Love ſteals Artill'ry from her Eyes, 
The Graces point her Charms; 
Orpheus is rival'd in her Voice, 
And Venus in her Arms. Never 


(6226) 
Never ſo happily in one 

Did Heav'n and Earth combine; 
And yet 'tis Fleſh and Blood alone 
Makes her this Thing divine. 


She looks like other mortal Dames, 

Till I unlace her Boddice ; 

But when with Fire ſhe meets my Flames, 3 
The Wench turns up a Goddeſs. 


S ON G 351. 


CHLOE's the Wonder of her Sex, 
| "Tis well her Heart is tender ; 
How might ſuch kilkng Eyes perplex, 
With Virtue to defend her ! 
But Nature graciouſly inclin'd, 
Not bent to vex but pleaſe us, 
Has to her boundleſs Beauty join'd 
A boundleſs Will to eaſe us. 


s O N G 352. 


Nature like Beauty her Temper has made; 
Subject to change, 

O' er each Heart ſhe will range 3 3 
Always alarming, 
Ever diſarming, 

Never diſmay'd. | 
 Baniſh my Senſes, or let her not flight me ; 
| Love ne er was made to inherit Diſdain; 
Love is a Bubble, 
That gives Mankind' Trouble; 
Reflecting Extaſy 
Drops with the Simile, 

Airy and vain. 
Sure Venus gave her that Face to deceive me, 
And gave the Boy but one Arrow would fly ; 
Haſte to thy Mother, | 
And beg for another; 
Chloe, the Mark muſt be, 
Make her to pity me, 1 

Ere that I die, 


HL O E proves falſe, but ſtill ſhe is charming; 


N G 
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| | SON G 353 
Lo E, why fo long denying ? | 
C Why fo long your Lover flying ? 
Think in Time, and eaſe my Pain, 
E'er you kill me with Diſdain. 

View yonder blooming bluſhing Roſe 
How it does all thy Charms diſcloſe : 
But ſee! how ſoon tis wither'd grown, 
And all at once its Beauties flown, 

How fragrant it appear d before; 

But now alas ! its Charms are oer: 
Fair Maid, let this a Waming prove, 


And, while tis Time, reward my Love. 


Take heed, fair Bloſſom, and beware, 


3 FEeer fleeting Time your Charms impair : 


For all the Beauties of thy Face, 

Tho” now ſo gay, in Time, will paſs : 
The Darts within your radiant Eyes, 

That now can make each Heart a Prize, 

Too ſoon, alas! will fruitleſs prove, 

And have no Force to kind!e Love. 


$ 0 N G 354 


 CHLORIS farewel! I now muſt go; 


For if with thee I longer ſtay, 


Thy Eyes prevail upon me fo, 


I ſhall prove blind, and loſe my Way. 
Fame of thy Beauty, and thy Youth, 
Among the reſt me hither brought : 
Finding this Fame fall ſhort of Truth, 
Made me ftay longer than I thought. 
For Im engag'd by Word and Oath, 
A Servant to another's Will : 
Yet, for thy Love, Fd forfeit both, 
Could I be ſure to keep it ſtill. 
But what Aſſurance can I take? 
When thou, foreknowing this Abuſe, 
For ſome more worthy Lover's ſake, 
May' ſt leave me with fo juſt Excuſe. 


For 


( 228 ) 


For thou may ſt ſay, twas not thy Fault, 
That thou didſt thus inconſtant prove; 


Being by my Example taught Is 
| To break thy Oath, to mend thy Love. Sir 
No, Chloris, no: I will return, His ( 
And raiſe thy Story to that Height, . Was 
That Strangers ſhall at Diftance burn; | Is thi 
And ſhe diſtruſt me reprobate. | Dare: 
SONG 3:5; 
CHLORIS, I cannot fay your Eyes | 
Did my unwary Heart ſurprize, The 
Nor will I ſwear it was your Face, | So ro 
Your Shape, or any natneleſs Grace; | Is bre 
For you are ſo entirely Fair, | | Come 
To love a Part Injuſtice were. | | Al 
No drowning Man can know which Drop | * 
Of Water his laſt Breath did ſtop; Upon 
So when the Stars in Heav'n appear, | | He E 
And join to make the Night look clear, | | And 
The Light we no one's Bounty call, As ne 
But the united Work of all. 2 
He that doth Lips or Hands adore, = A 
Deſerves them only, and no more; a 
But I love all, and ev'ry Part, C N 
And nothing elſe can eaſe my Heart: 1 | 
Cupid that Lover weakly ſtrikes, That 
Who can expreſs what *tis he likes. Ot 
S ON G 356. That 
CHLORIS, in native Purple bright, he 
The Violet of Beauty ſprings ; Eſpy 
She ſpraads her op' ning Sweets to Sight, W 
And raviſhes with warbling Strings. Had 
Fair Charmer of our Eyes and Ears, * N: 
Cecilia ſure has Heav'n forſook ; Not | 
She brings ſoft Muſick from the Spheres, Bu 
And bears an Angel in her Look. 
8 O N G 357. CV 
CHLORIS, now thou'rt fled away, : 


Amyntor's Sheep are gone aſtray ; 5 Wou 


And 
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And all the Joy he took to ſee 
His pretty Lambs run after thee, 

Is gone, is gone, and he alone, 

Sings nothing now but well-a-day, dos 
His Oaken Pipe, that in thy Praiſe 
Was wont to play fuck Roundelays, 
Is thrown away, and-'not a Swain 
Dares pipe or ſing, within his Plain; 

Tis Death for any one to ſay 

One Word to him but well-a-day. 


The May- pole where thy little Feet 


So roundly did in Meaſures meet, 
Is broken down, and no Content 


Comes near Amyntor fince you went. 


All that I ever heard him ſay, 
Was Chloris, Chloris, well-a-day. 
Upon thoſe Banks you us'd to tread, 
He ever fince hath lain his Head : 
And whiſper'd there ſuch pining Woe, 
As not a Blade of Graſs will grow: 
O Chloris ! Chloris ! come away, 
And hear Amyntor's welke-tay. 
C HLORIS, yourſelf you ſo or, 
When you vouchſafe to breathe my Thought, 
That, like a Spirit, with this Spell 
Of my own teaching I am caught. 
That Eagle's Fate and mine are one, 
Which, on the Shaft that made him die, 
Eſpy'd a Feather of his own, 
Wherewith he wont to ſoar ſo high. 
Had Eccho, with ſo fweet a Grace, 
Narciſſus? loud Complaints return'd, 
Not for Reflection of his Face, 
But of his Voice, the Boy had burn'd. 
S O N 8 359. 
CIARA, charming without Art, 
The Wonder of the Plain, 
Wounded by Love's reſiſtleſs Dart, 
Had over fondly giv'n her Heart X 


To 
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—— — — 


(29) 
To a regardleſs San; 
Who, tho' he well Sm" 
Her Paſſion was true, 
Her Truth and her Beauty diſda d; 
While thus the fair Maid, 
| By her Folly — — 
To the reſt of the Fremen - 
Shun Love's alluring Snare; 
The Joy i it promiſes to Day, 
Does e et the Morrow fly away 
And all the reſt is care, 
But if you love firſt, 
You're certainly cum d; 
Deſpair will inſult in your Breaſt : 
The Nature of Men 
Is to ſlight who love them, 
And love thoſe that ſlight chem the beſt. 
Yet let the Conqueror know my Mind, 
Ingrateful Celadon, 
That he will never, never find 
One half ſo true, or half ſo kind, 
When I a:n Dead and gone ! 
But as ſhe thus ſpoke, 
Her tender Heart broke : 
Death ſpares not the Fair nor the young. 
So Swans, when they die, 
Make their own Elegy, 
And breathe — SHO | 
| SON G 3560. 
(Old and raw the North did blow, 
Bleak in the Morning carly, 
All the Trees were hid with Snow, 
Cover'd with Winter 
As I was riding o'er the 
I met with a Farmer's Daughter, 
Her roſy Cheeks and bonny Brow ; 
| Good Faith my Mouth did water. 


ul 


I aſk'd her where ſhe was going ſo ſoon, 
And long'd to bold a Parley : | 
She told me to the next Market-town, 

On purpoſe to ſell her Barley. 

In this Purſe, ſweet Soul, ſaid I, 
| Twenty Pounds lies fairly ; 
Seek no further one to buy, 

For Iſe take all thy Barley: 
Twenty Pounds more ſhall purehaſe Delight, 
| Thy Perfon I love ſo deal e 
IF tho! wilt th with na ell Niche, 
And gang home in the Morning early. 
If Forty Pounds would buy the Globe, 
This Thing I would not do, Sir: 
Or were my Friends as poor 8s Job, 

I'd never raiſe them fo, Sir: 
For ſhou'd you prove ane Night my Friend, 
We's get a young Kid together, ; 
And you'd begone ere nine Months End; 
Then where ſhould Ans the Pacher? 

Pray what would then my Parents ſay, 
If I ſhould be ſo filly, - 

To give my Maidenhead away, 
And loſe my true Love Billy ? | 

Oh, this would bring me to Diſgrace, 
And therefore 1 fay you nay, _ 

And if that you would me embrace, 
"= marry, ne may, Sir. 
1 2 

Elſe I'd chuſe her for my Queen, 

And tie the Knot till ſtronger. 

She bid me then 20 farther come, 
But manage my Wedlock fairly, | 

And keep my Purſe for poor Spouſe at home, 
ons ortho | 

X 2 
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Then as ſwift as any Roe 
She rode away and left me; 
After her I could not go, | 
Of Joy ſhe quite bereft me; 
Thus I myſelf did diſappoint, 
For ſhe did leave me fairly; 
One Word knockt all Things out of Joint, 
I loſt both Maid and Barley. 


Riding down a narrow Lane, 
Some two or three Hours after, 

Then I chanc'd to meet again 
This Farmer's bonny Daughter. 

Altho' it was both raw and cold, 
I ftaid to hold a Parley, 


| And ſhew'd once more my Purſe of Odds, 


When as ſhe had ſold her Barley. 
Love, ſaid I, pray do not frown, 

But let us change Embraces: 
Tu buy thee a fine filken Gown, 

With Ribbons, Gloves, or Laces; 
A Ring and Bodkin, Muff and Fan, 

ſhall have neater; i 

For, png Sanaa — 

I ne*er ſaw a ſweeter Creature, 
Then I took her by the Hand, 

And ſaid, My deareft Jewel, | 
Why would ft thou thus diſputing ſtand, 

I prithee be not cruel. 
She found my Mind was fully bent, 

To pleaſe my fond Defire z 
Therefore ſhe ſeemed to conſent, 

But I wiſh I had ne'er came nigh her. 
Sir, ſaid ſhe, what ſhall I do, 

If I commit this Evil, 


| And yield myſelf in Love with you, 


I hope you will prove civil? | 

You talk of Ribbons, Gloves, and Rings, 
And likewiſe Gold and Treaſure ; 

Oh, let me firſt enjoy thoſe Things, 


And then you ſhall have your Pleaſure. 


Sure 
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| Sure thy Will ſhall be obey's, * 


Said I, my own dear Honey : 
Then into her Lop Þ quickly ha 
Full Forty Pounds in 


We'll to the Market-Fown this Day, 


And firaightway end this Quartel; 
And deck thee like a Lady gay, 
In flouriſhing rich Apparel. 
All my Gold and Silver there 
To her I did deliver ; 
On the Road we did repair, 
Out- coming to a River, 
Whoſe Waters are both deep and wide, 
Such Rivers I ne er ſee many; 
She leapt her Mare on th*other Side, 
Then my Heart was ſunk full low, 
With Grief and Care ferroundad ; 
After her I could not go, 
For Fear of being drowned : 
She turn'd about, and faid, Behold 
I'm not for your Devotion ; 
But, Sir, I thank you for your Gold, 
"Twill ſerve t'enlarge my Portion. 
I began to ſtamp and ſtare, 
To ſee what the had ated ; 
With my Hands I tore my Har, 
Like one that was diſtracted. 
Give me my Money then, 1 ery'd, 
Good Faith, I did but lend it; 
But the full faſt away did ride, 
And vow'd ſhe did not intend it. 
S O N G g6r. 


(COME, and liſten to my Ditty, 
All ye jolly Hearts of Gold: 

Lend a Brother Tar your Pity, 
Who was once fo ſtout and bold: 

But the Arrows of blind Cupid, 
Alas ! have made me rue; 

Sure tive Love was ne er ſo treated, 
As I am by ſcornful Sue X 3 
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When I landed firſt at Dover, 
She appear'd a Goddeſs bright ; 


1 was ftruck with ſo fair a Sight: 
On the Shore pretty Sukie walked, 

Near to where our Frigate lay, 

And altho' ſo near the Landing, 

1, alas! was caft away. 

When firſt I hail'd my pretty C 

The Delight of Land and Sea, 

No Man ever ſaw a ſweeter, 

I'd have kept her Company: 


For better, or for worſe ; 

But alas! I could not compaſs her, 
For to ſteer the Marriage Courſe, 
Once, no greater Joy and Pleaſure 
Could have come into my Mind, 
Than to ſee the bold Defiance 
Sailing right before the Wind : 
O'er the white Waves as the danced, 
And her Colours gaily flew ; 

But that was not half ſo charming 
As the Trim of lovely Sue. 


On a rocky Coaſt I've driven, 

Where the ſtormy Winds do riſe ; 
Where the rolling mounting Billows 

| Lift a Veſſel to the Skies : 

But from Land, or from the Ocean, 

Little Dread I ever knew, 

When compared to the Dangers 

In the Frowns of ſcornful Sue. 
Long I woder d, why my Jewel 
Had the Heart to uſe me ſo; 

Till I found by often Sounding, 

She'd another Love in Tow. 

So farewel, hard-hearted Sukie, 

I'll my Fortune ſeek at Sea, 

And try a more friendly Latitude, 

* in yours I cannot be. 


From Foreign Parts but juſt come over, 


I'd have fain made her my true Love, 


Fa 


And a Toping we will go, &e. 
Then let u drinlæ, and never ſhrink, 
For Ill give a Reaſon why 3 
"Tis a great Sin to leave a Houſe, 
Till we've drank the Cellar = 
And a Toping, &c. 
In Times of Old I was a Fool, 
I drank the Water clear ; 
But Bacchus took me from that Rule, 
He thought twas too ſevere, 
| And a Toping, &c. | 
He fill'd a Goblet to the Brim, 
And bad me take a Sup; 
But had it been a Gallon-Pot, 
By Jose I'd toſt it * 


And a toping, &e. 
And ever ſince that happy Time, 
Good Wine his been my Cheer 3 


Now nothing puts me in a Swoon, 
— But Water or Small-Beer. 
And a Toping, &c. 
Then let us tope about, my Boys, 
And never flinch, nor fly; 
But fill our Skins brim-full of Wine, 
And drain the Bottles dry. 
And a Toping, &c. 5 
S O N G 3563. 
COME, all ye Youths, whoſe Hearts e = 
By cruel Beauty's Pride, 
Bring each a Garland on his Head, 
Leet none his Sorrows hide; 
But Hand in Hand around me move, 
Singing the faddeft Tales of Love: 
And ſee, when your Complaints ye join, 
183 If all your Wrongs can eq mine, 


Wine our warm Deſires 


Pity the Pain with 

But aſk not whence it grew. 

Yet if a tempting Fair you find, 

That's very lovely, very kind, | 

Tho' bright as Heav'n, whoſe Stamp ſhe bears, 

Think of my Fate, and ſhun her Snares. - 
SO N G 3 


(COME, be free, my lovely Laſſes, 
Baniſh dull reſtraining Pride ; 


Now we're o'er our generous Glaſſes, 
Let the Maſk be thrown afide. 

With our Wine ſweet Kiles blending, 
You its Virtues ſhall improve; 


Shall increaſe the Power of 4 


Squeamiſh Prudes may take occahog, 

Whilſt they burn with inward Fire, 
To condemn a generous Paſhon, 

Which they never could inſpue : 
But how curs'd is their Condition, 

Whilſt in us they Freedom blame? 
Every Night pant for Fruition, 

Yet find none to meet their Flame. 
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OM E Beaus, Virtuoſo's, rich Heirs and Muficuns, 
Away, and in Troops to the Jubilee jog ; 

Leave Diſcord and Death to the College P 

Let the Vig'rous whore on, and the Impotent flog : 
Already Rome opens her Arms to receive ye, | 
And of ev'ry Tranſgreflion her Lord will forgive ye. 
Indulgences, Pardons, and fach holy Lumber, 

As cheap are-there now as our Cabbages grown ; 
Whilſt muſty old Relicks of Saints without Number, 

For barely the looking upon ſhall be ſhown : 
Theſe, were you an Atheif, wou'd needs overcome ye, 
That firſt were made : Martyn and afterwards Mummy. 


They'll 


” 


TTT 
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| n 
They ll ſhew ye the River fo ſung by the Poet, 
With the Rock from whence Mortals were knock*d on 
the Head : Ne | | 
They'll ſhew ye the Place too, as fome will avow it, 
Where once a She-Pope was brought fairly to Bed: 
For which, ever ſince, to prevent. interloping, | 
In a Chair her Succeſſors fill ſuffer a Groping. 
Wut a Sight tis to ſee the gay Idol aceouter d 
With Mitre and Cope, and two Keys by his Side ! 
Be his Infide what "twill, yet the Pomp of his outward 
Shews Servus Servorym no Hater of Pride. 
Thoſe Keys into Heav'n will as forely admit ye, 
As the Clerk's of a Pariſh to a Pew in the City. 
What a Sight tis to ſee the Old Man in Proceſſion, 


Thro' Rome, .in ſuch Pomp as her Cæſars did ride 


Here ſcatt ring her Pardons, there eroſſing and blefling, 


Wich all his ſhav'd ſpiritual Train-band by his Side, 


As Confeſſors, Cardinals, Monks fat as Bacon, 
From rev rend Arch-biſhops, to roſy Arch-deacons. 
There, for your Diverſions the more to regale ye, 

Fine Mufick you'll hear, and high Dancing you'll ſee ; 
Men who much ſhall out-warble your am'rous Fidele, 

And make you meer Fools of Ballon and L' Abbee ; 

And to ſhew you how fond they're to kiſs Voſtras Manns, 
Each Padre turns Pimp, and all Nuns Courtezana's, 


And when you've ſome Months st old Babylon been-2, 


And on Panders and Punks all your Rhino is ſpent ; 
And when you've ſeen all that is there to be ſeen-a, 


You'll return not ſo rich, tho? as wiſe as you went: 


And tuill be but ſmall Comfort, after ſo much Expence-a. 


That your Heirs will do fo juſt a Hundred Years hence-a. 
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(COME buy my new Ballad, 
| | I have't in my Wallet, 
But *twill not I fear pleaſe every Pallate ; 
Then mark what enſu' th, 


I ſwear by my Vou th, 
That every Line in my Ballad is Truth: 


1 
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A Ballad of Wit, a brave Ballad. of Worth, 
"Tis newly printed, and-newly come forth: 
"Twas — —— out with a Gawn, 
That cramp'd all the Kingdoms and e d the Crone, 
TI tell you in brief, 
A Story of Grief, 


Which — when Cloak was o cu 5 


It tore Common Prayers, 
Impriſan'd Lord Mayors, 
In one Day it voted down Prelaces and Players 3 
It made People perjur d in paint of Obedience, _ 
And the Cov'nant did cut off the Oath of Allegiance. 
Then let us endeavour to pull the Cloak down, 


That cramp' d all the Kingdom ag the Crow. | 


It was a black Cloak, 
In good tune be it 


| That kill's many . but never fuck e, 


With Hatchet and Rope, 

The Forlorn Hope 
Did join with the Devil to pul] down ths 1 3 
It ſet all the Sects in the chy to Work, 


And rather than fail, twou d have brought i in the . 


Then let us e &c, 


It ſeiz'd on the Tow't-Guns, 
Thaſe fierce Demi- 


Gorgons 3 
It brought in the beurer, and pull'd down the o 


The Pulpits did 
The Churches did choale, 
And our Religion was turn'd to a Cloak : 
It brought in Lay-Elders could . 
It ſet publick Faith up, and pull'd down the Creed. 
Then let us endeavour, &c. 
This pious Impoſtor ; 8 
Such Fury did faſter, = 
It left us no Penny, nor no Pater-Noſter ; 
It threw to the Ground 
Ten Commandments down, NS 
And ſet up twice twenty times Ten of its own: * 
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It routed the King, and Villains elected, 


To plunder all thoſe 8 
Then let us endeavour, &c. 


To blind People's Eyes 
This Cloak was fo 


Tt took off Ship-money, hut ſet up Exciſe ; 
Men brought in their Plate, 
For Reafons of State, 
And gave it to Tom Trumpeter and his Mate : 
In Pamphlets it writ many ſpecious Epiſtles, 
To cozen poor Wenches of Bodkin, and Whiftles. 
Then let us endeavour, &c. 
In Pulpits it mov'd, 
And was much approy'd; | 
For crying out Fight the Lords Battles, Below d; 
It bobtail'd the Gown, 
Put Prelacy down; 
I wild We live is hacker the Crown : 
And into the Field it an Army did bring, 
To aim at the Council; and ſhot at the King. 
Then let us endeavour, xt. 
It raiſed up States, 
Whoſe Politick Pates 
Do now keep their Quarters on the City Gates ; 
To Father and 
To Siſter and Brother, | 
It gave a Commiſſion to kill one another : 


It took up Men's Horſes at very low Rates, 


And plunder d our Goods to ſecure our Eſtates. 
Then let us endeavour, &c. 
This Cloak did proceed 
To a damnable Deed : 
It made the beſt Mirror of Majefty bleed: 
Tho” Cloak did not do't, 
| He ſet it on Foot, * 
By rallying and calling bis Journey-men to't : 
For — had come fuch a bloody Diſaſter, 
If Cloak had not firſt drawn a Sword at his Maſter. 
Then let us endeavour, &c, Th 1 
Tho 
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Tho? ſome of them went henee, f 
By forrowful Sentence, 
This lofty long Cloak was not mov'd to Repentance; 
But be and his Men, - 
Twenty Thouſand Times Ten, 
re plotting to do their Tricks over again: 
— let this proud Cloak to Authority ftoop, 
Or DUN will provide him a Button and Loop. 
Then let us endeavour to pull the Cloak down, 
That baſely did ſever the Head from the Crown. 
Let's pray that the King, | 
And his Parliament, 
In facred and ſecular Things may "—_— 
So Righteouſly firm, 
And Religioully free, 
That Papiſts and Athiefts ſu ed may be: 
And as there's one Deity doth over-reign us, - 
One Faith,and one Form,and one Church may contain us : 
Then Peace, Truth, and Plenty, our Kingdom will crown, 
And all Popiſh Plots, and their Plotters ſhall down, 
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| COME Carles a* of Fumblers Ha', 


And I will tel} you of our Fate, 
Since we have married Wives that's braw, 
And canna pleaſe them when tis late: 


A Pint we'll take, our Hearts to chear ; 


What Fauts ws have, our Wives can tell: 
Gar bring us in baith Ale and Beer, 
The auldeſt Bairn we ha's cur Sell. 


Chriſt ning of Weans we are redd of, 
The Pariſh Prieſt tis he can tell, 
We aw him nought but a gray Groat, 
The Off ring for the Houſe we dwell, 
Our Bairns's Tocher is a* paid, 
We're Mafters of the Gear our Sell ; 
Let either Well or Wae betide, 
Here's a Health to a* the Wives that's yell. 


Our Nibour 's auld Son and the Lafs, 


Into the Barn 2mang the Strae, 
He grips her in the dark begueſs, 
And aſter tha: comes meikle Wae, Re- 
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Repentanee ay comes afterhin*, 
I: coſt the Carle both Corn and Hay 3 
We're quat of that with little Din, 
Sic Croſſes haunt ne er you nor I. 


Now merry, merry may we be, 

When we think on our Nibour Robie, 
The Way the Carle does, we ſee, 

Wi' his auld Son and Daughter Maggy: 
Boots he maun hae, Piſtols, why not; 

The Huſſy maun hae Corkit Shoon : 


Me are no ſae; gar fill the Pot, 


We'll drink to a' the Hours at E'en. 


Here's a Health to John Mackay we'll drink, 
To Hughie, Andrew, Rob and Tam ; $ 
We'll fit and drink, we'll nod and wink, 
it is o'er ſoon for us to gang, 
Foul fa the Cock, he's ſplit the Play, 
And I do trow he's bur a Fool, 
We'll fit a while, "ris lang to day, 
For a' the Cocks they rave at Vool. 


Since we have met, we'll merry be, 

The formaſt hame ſhall bear the Mell; 
I'll fet me down, left I be fee, 

For fear that I ſhou's bexr't my ſell. | 
And I, quoth Rob, and down fat he, | 

The Gear ſhall never me out-ride, | 
But we'll take a Sowp of the Barley-bree, 

And drink to our yell Fire - ſide. 

S O N G 4368. 
COME, Celia, let's agree, at laſt, 
To love and live in quiet: 


Let's tie the Knot ſo very faſt, 


That Time ſhall ne' er untie it. 

Love's deareft Joys they never prove, 
Who free from Quarrels live 

'T:s ſure the tendereſt Part of Love 
Each other to forgive. 

When leaſt I ſeem'd concern'd, I tool 
No Pleaſure, nor no Reſt; 


And when I feiga'd an angry Look, 
Alas! I lov's yau beſt. d 4 N 
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Say but the ſame to me, I find 
How bleſt will he our Fate ; 

Ah! to be grateful, to be kind, 

Sure never is too late. 
8 0 N 8 36g. 

COME, chear up your Hearts, 

And call for your Quarts, 

And let there no Liquor be lacking : 
We have Money in Store, | 
And intend _ to roar, 

Until we have ſent it all 

Then, Drawer, make batle, 88200 
And let no Time waſte, 

But give ev'ry Man his Due; 

To avoid all Trouble, 

Go fill the Pot double, 
Since he that made One, made Two. 
Since he that made One, made Tuo. 


Come drink, my Hearts, drink, 
And call for Wine ; 
"Tis that makes a Man to ſpeak DT 5 
What Sot can refrain, 
Or daily complain, ; 
That he, in his Drink, is waruly ? 
Then drink and be civil, 
Intending ne Evil, 
If that you'll be ruled by me 
For Claret and Sock 
We never will lack, 
Since he that made Two, made Three, 
Since he, &e. 


The old Curmudgeon . 
Sits all Day 


At home, wich drome hens — Beer ; 


With ſcraping damn'd Pelf, 
He ftarveth himſelf, - 
Scarce eats a good Meal in a Year ; 


« 


But 


Bat 
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But we'll not do ſo, 
Howe'er the World go, 
Since that we have Money in Store ; 
For Claret and Sack 
We never will lack, 
Since he that made Three, made Four, 
Since he, &c. 
Come drink, my Hearts, drink, 
And call for your Wine; 
D'ye think I'll leave you oh Lurch ? 
My Reck*ning I'll pay 
Ere I go awa | 
Or hang me as on 2s Paul's. Church, 
Tho' ſome Men will fay,. 
This is not the Way 
For us in this Warld to thrive; 
"Tis no Matter for that, 
Let us have other Quart, | 
Since he that made Four, made Five. 
Since he, &c. : 


A Pox of old Charan, 

His Brains are all barren, - 

His Liquor (Re Caffee) is dry; 

But we are for Wine, 

*Tis Drink more divine, 

Without it we periſh and die. 

Then troll it about, © 
Until tis all out, | 

We'll affront him in Spite of bis Sey; 2 
If he grudges his Ferry, 

We'll drink and be merry, b | 
Since he that made Five, made Six. by | 
Since he, &c. | . 8 f 

But now the Time's come | 

That we all muſt go home, 

Our Liquor's all gone, that's for certain; 
Which makes me repine, 5 85 1 
That a God ſo divine $2 

Won't give us one Cup at our parting. 

But fince all is paid, | | 
Let's not be diſmay' d, Y 2 But 


But fly to [great Bacchus in Heaven 3 
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And chide him becauſe 

He made no better Laws, 
Since he that made Six, tees 
Since he, &c. 


S O N G 3570. 
COME, hear me, 


A gen'rous Heat good Wine does impart, 
And Time to good Muſick is beat by the Heart 


Let each be content with his own proper Store, 
PP 
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COME, come, my Molly, come let us be jolly, 


Since we are here met 
"My Mother's from home, and we are Jon, 
Come let us be merry together ; 


| I'll give you Rings, and Bracelets fine, 


And other fine Trinkets, 1f you'll be mine. 

O no, kind Sir, I dare not incline, 
My Mother ſhe tells me I munnut, I munnut, 
My Mother the tells me I munnut. 


Yau ſhall have 5 Gone of the fivcld 20h 


That ever yet was ſeen; — - 
You ſhall have the Cream of all the Mil 

Of the Cows that go o'er the Green; | 
You ſhall have the Curds and Checſe-cakes Srore, 


And Cuſtards too, all ſugar d o'er; 


O no, kind Sir, pray aſk no more, 

My Mother, &c. 
You ſhall have a Petticoat fine and gay, 
The beſt in all the Town; 


And you ſhall wear it ev'ry Day, 


Ani fo you ſhall your Gown ; 
Your Shift ſhall be of Holland fine, 
If you in Love with me will join. 

O no, kind Sir, I dare not be _ 

My Mother, &C, 


my Boy, haſt a mind to live lontg⸗ 
Take a Doſe of brille Claret, and Part of a Song; 


kd 
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I'Il ſettle you in a Copy- hold 
Of Forty Pounds a Vear; 
And I have Twenty Pounds in Gold, 
Will ſerve to buy good Chear. 
O no, kind Sir, I know you tao well, 
Give you an Inch, and you'Y take an Ell, 
And when you Have done, you'll tell, you'll tell. 
My Mother, &c. 
8 S830 6 43793. 
O ME, come ye Nymphs, 
Come ye Nymphe, and ev'ry Swain, 
Come ye Nymphs and ev'ry Swain, 
Galatea leaves the Main, 
To revive us on the Plain, 
To revive us, to revive us, to revive us on the Plain; 
Come, come, come, come ye Nymphs, 
Come ye Nymphs and ev'ry Swain, 
Galatea leaves the Main, 
To revive us on the Plain, 
To revive us on the Plain, | 
Come ye Nymphs and ev'ry Swain. 
80 N GC 37Þ 
C OME, come, bid adieu to Fear, 
Love and Harmony live here: 
No domeſtic jealous Jars, 
Buzzing Slanders, wordy Wars, 
In my Preſence will appear, 
Love and Harmony reign here. 
Sighs to am'rous Sighs returning, 
Pulſes beating, Boſoms burning, 
Boſoms with warm Wiſhes panting, 
Words to ſpeak thoſe Wiſhes wanting, 
Are the only Tumults here, 
All the Woes you need to fear, 


Love and Harmony reign here. 


308 374. 
(COME, come, my Hearts of Gold, 
Let us be merry and wiſe, 
It 1s 7 Proverb of old, 
Suſpicion has double Eyes: 
1 What- 
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Whatſoever we ſay or do, 
Let's not drink to diſturb our Brain; 
Let's laugh for an Hour or two, 
And ne'er be drunk again. 
A Cup of old Sack is good, 
To drive the cold Winter away; 
"Twill cheriſh and comfort the Blood - 
Moſt when a Man's Spirits decay: 
But he that doth drink too much, 
Of his Head he will complain ; 
Then let's have a gentle Touch, 
And ne'er, &c. 


Good Claret was made for Man, 
But Man was not made for it ; 
Let's be merry as we can, | 
So we drink not away our Wit: 

Good Fellowſhip is abus'd, 

And Wine will infect the Brain; 
But we'll have it better us d, 

And ne er, &c. 


When with Good- Fellows we vet; 


A Quart among three or four, 
»Twill make us ſtand on our Feet, 
While others lie drunk on the Floor, 
Then, Drawer, go fill us a Quart, 
And let it be Claret in grain; 
*T will cheriſh and comfort the Heart, 
But we'll ne'er, &c. 
Here's a Health to our noble King, 
And to the Queen of his Heart; 
Let's laugh and merrily ſing, 
And he's a Coward that will ſlart: 
Here's a Health to our General, 
And to thoſe that were in Spain, 
And eke to our Colonel, i 
And we'll ne er, &c, 
Enough's as good as a Feaſt, 
If a Man did but Meaſure know z 
A Drunkard's worſe than a Beaft, 
For he Il drink till he cannot go. 
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If a Man could Time recall, 
In a Tavern that's ſpent in vain, 

We's learn to be ſober all, 
And we'd ne'er, &c. 
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| C OME Delia, come, let's ſhun the Heat, 


The ſultry Heat invades ; 

To yonder Covert let's retreat, 
And ſeek the cooling Shade. 

The twining Jeſſamine beneath, 
And twiſted Eglantine, 

To flying Gales their Breath bequeath, 
Almoſt as ſweet as thine, 

The Ring-Dove and his conſtant Mate 
In tender Notes agree ; 

Their Paſſion ſooner ſhall abate, 
Than mine ſhall ceaſe to thee : 

I'll weave the Roſes bluſhing red, 
And join the Lilly pale ; 

And while I bind my Delia's Head, 
[ll tell the tender Tale. 

Doſt ſee, my Dear, this twiſted Crown, 
Theſe Flow*rs to grace thy Head; 

Ere Night their Fragrance will be gone, 
And all their Beauty fade : 

So, Delia, all thy Charms ſhall prove, 

When with'ring Age draws nigh ; 

And what now Crowds of Vat” ries love, 
Be thrown neglected by. 

The Veins that wander o'er thy Neck 
Shall loſe their curious Blue ; 

The blowing Roſes in thy Cheek, 

Their lively ruddy Hue: 

Thoſe Eyes, where ſportive Cupid plays, 
No more ſhall cauſe Delight; 

Thoſe lovely Treſſes, where be ſtrays, 
Shall turn to ſcatter'd White. 

No Breaſt ſhall then for Delia glow, 
Her Charms ſhall ceaſe to fire ; 

And I, who more than Love you now, 
Shall look without Deſire, 
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Then, Delia, ſeize the proffer d Joy, 
While now *tis in your Pow'r ; 

No Thoughts on future Time employ, 

But ſeize the preſent Hour. 


S ON G y76. 

CO ME, deareſt Flavia, pray, be kind: | 
Why ſhould you ſhun, why longer ſlight me? 

You'll find in Love all Pleaſures join d, 

And ſhare the Joys, whilſt you delight me, 


Why ſhould you be averſe to Bliſe, 
Whilſt I in boundleſs Tranſports die ? 
You'll feel the rapt'rous Ecſtafies, 

And ceaſe to breathe as well as 1. 


Let us the happy Time improve, 
Now Time and Place do both conſpire. 
Time ſwiftly flies away in Love ; 
Then let us gratify Deſire. 
(She yields, I ſee it in her Eyes) 
You'll find true Bliſs in Love alone; 
How vaſt muſt be the rapt'rous Joys, 
Where ev'ry Senſe is bleſs'd in one 
S0 N G 377. 
COME, dear Amanda, quit the Town, 
| And to the rural Hamlets ply ; 
Behold, rhe Winter Storms are gone, 
A gentle Radiance glads the Sky. 
The Birds awake, the Flow'rs appear, 
Earth ſpreads a verdant Couch for thee, 
Tis Joy and Muſick all we hear! 
Tu Love and Beauty all we fee ! 


Come, let us mark the gradual —— 
How peep the Buds, the Bloſſom 
Till Philomel begins to ſing 
And perfect May to — the Roſe. 
Let us _— the * Delight, 
And wilely cro blooming 
For ſoon, 4 49.4 it will gre fs 
Ariſe, my Love, and come away. 


— — — . . . Eo oe oo, 2 © 
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And I find they're but Nonſenſe and Whimſie, by ow. | 
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C9 ME, fair Nymphe, to this ſweet Grove, 


Conſtant Swain, make haſte away, 
And behold my charming Love 5 
| Rejoice with me this happy Day. 
Sylvia, at length, has chang'd her Mind, 
She Pity ſhews, and no Diſdain: 
Never flying, 
| Nor denyipg, . 
Her Heart to me ſhe has reſign d; 
T no more ſhall figh in vain. 
My faithful Vows ſhe now will hear ; 
Joys delighting, 


In fair Sylvia do appear. 


COME, fair one, be kind, OM 
You never ſhall find | 3 
A Fellow ſo fit for a Lover; 
The World ſhall view 
My Paſſion for you, 


But never my Paſſion diſcover. 


1 fill will complain 


Of Frowns and Diſdain, 


Tho” I revel thro? all your Charme; 
The World ſhall declare 
I die with Deſpair, 
When only I die in your Arms. 
I fill will adore, 
And love more and more; | 
But, by Jove, if you chance to prove cruel, 
I'll get me a Miſs, T | | 
That freely will kifs, | | 
Tho' after I drink Water-Gruel. 
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(COME fill me 2 Bumper, my jolly brave Boys, 
Let's have no more Female ĩmpert' nence and Noiſe; 
For I've try'd the Endearments and Pleaſures of Love, 


— —— — — 


| Sweet Cecil came next, witk her languiſhing Air, 
Her Out-fide was orderly, modeſt, and fair; 
But her Soul was ſophiſtsente, fo was her Love, 


For I found ſhe was only a Strumpet, by Jove. 
Little double-gilt Jenny's Gold charm's me at lad, 
(You know Marriage aud Money together does beſt) 
t the Baggage, her Vown and her Love, 
Gave her Gold to a ſniv'ling, dull Caxcomb, by Jove. 
Come fill me a Bumper then, jolly brave. Boys, 
inner Tee oh ey 7 
I know few of their Sex that are 
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COME fill mea Os, fill it high, 
A Bumper, a Bumper FI have; = 

He's a Fool that will flinch, Tu not bate an Inch, 
Tho' I drink myſelf into my Grave, 

Here's a Health to all thoſe jolly Souls, 
Who like me will never give o'er, 

Whom no Danger cogtrouls, by: will takeoff chr Bowls 
And merrily tickle for more, : 


” Drown Reaſon and all ſuch weak Foes, 


I ſcorn to obey her Command; 
Cou' d the ever ſuppoſe, Ta be led by the Noſe, 
And let my Glaſs idly ?: 
tation's a. Bughear to 
Rr 
Made uſe of by Tools, who'd ſet us neu Rules, 
And bring us to politick Thinking. | 
Fill 'em all, I'll have fix in my Hand, 
For I've trfld an Age away 
Tn in vain to command, 8 the fleeting Sand 
Figs Come, 
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Come, my Lads, move the Glaſs, driak about, 
We'll drink the Univerſe dry; | 

We'll ſet Foot to Foot, and drink it all out; 
If once we grow ſobet we die. 
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OME here's to the Nymph that I love! 
Away, ye vain Sorrows, away: 

Far, far from my Boſom be gone, 

All there ſhall be pleaſant and gay. 


Far hence be the ſad and the 

Come fill up the Glaſſes around, 
We'll drink till our Faces be ruddy, 
And all our vain Sorrows are drown'd. 
*'Tis done, and my Fancy's exulting 
With every gay blooming Deſire, 
My Blood with brisk Ardour is glowing, 
Soft Pleaſures my Boſom inſpire. 


My Soul now to Love is diſſolving, 

Oh Fate! had I here my fair Charmer, 
I'd claſp her, I'd claſp her fo eager, 

Of all her Diſdain I'd diſarm her. 

But hold, what has Love to do here 

With his Troops of vain Cares in aray ? 
Avaunt, idle penſive Intruder. 

He triumphs, he will not away. 

I'll drown him, come give me a Bumper 
Young Cupid, here's to thy — 3k 
Now, now, he's departing, he's vanguiſh'd, 
Adieu to his anxious Deluſion, 

Come, jolly God Bacchus, here's to thee ; 
Hu-za Boys, huzza Boys, huzza, 

Sing Jö, ſing Id to Bacchus 

Hence all ye dull Thinkers withdraw. 
Come, what ſhou'd we do but be Jovial, 
Come tune up your Voices and fing ; 
What Soul is ſo dull to be heavy, 

When Wine ſet's our Fancies on wing. 


, 


Come, Pegaſus bes in this Bottle, 


He'll mount us, he'll mount us on 

Each of us a gallant young Perſeus, 
Sublime we'll aſcend to the Sky. 

Come mount, or adieu, I ariſe, 

In Seas of wide Ather I'm drown's, 
The Clouds far beneath me are failing. 

I ſee the Spheres whirling around. 
What Darkneſs, what Ratling is this, 
Thro' Chaos dark Regions I'm hurl'd, 
And now, —oh my Head it is knockt 
Upon ſome confounded new World. | 
Now, now theſe dark Shades are retiring, 
See yonder bright blazes a Star, | 
Where am | ? ——behold the 


— — from the.” 
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OM E from the Groves, each Goddeſs, 


Tune up your ſweet Hautboys, 
And to the Voice of Mufick 
Make an harmonious Noiſe : 


Sing ber for whom I languiſn, 
The charming Song approve ; 

Sing on till Jove grow jealous, 
And envy me my Love. 


3 
7 
N 4am rh 
once more the Year. 
Join thy hyſelf to Pomona, 
' With Flow'rs adom the Ground ; 
Spring remain for ever, 
With Youth and Beauty crown d. 
Let little Birds, thro” Meadows, 
All tune their warbling Throat, 
While bubbling Water ecchoes 
The Muſick of their Notes. 
Sing her for whom 1 languiſh, N 
The charming Song approve 3 
Sing on till Jove grow jealous, 
Andemry me wy Lo 
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(COME follow, follow me, 

Ye Fairy Elves that be, 
Light tripping o'er the Green; 
Come follow Mab your Queen; 
Hand in Hand we'll dance around, 
For this Place is Fairy Ground, 
When Mortals are at Reſt, 
And ſnoring in their Neft ; 
Unhear'd and uneſpy d, 
Thro' Key-holes we do glide ; 
Over Tables, Stools, and Shelves, 
We trip it with our Fairy Elves, 
And if the Houſe be foul, 
With Platter, Diſh, or Bowl, 
Up Stairs we nimbly creep, 
And find the Sluts aſleep ; | 
Then we pinch their Arms and Thighs : 
None us hears, and none us ſpies, 
But if the Houſe be ſwept, 
And from Uncleanneſs kept, 
We praiſe the Houſhold Maid, 
And ſurely ſhe 1s paid : | 
Every Night before we go, 
We drop a Teſter in her Shoe, 
Then o'er a Muſhroom's Head 
Our Table-cloth we ſpread ; 
A Grain of Rye or Wheat, 
The Diet that we eat; 
Pearly Drops of Dew we drink, 
In Acorn Cups fill'd to the Brink. 
The Brains of Nightingales, 
With unxious Fat of Snails, 
Between two Cockles ſtew d, 
Is Meat that's eas ly chew'd ; | 
Brains of Worms, and Marrow of Mice, 
Do make a Feaſt that's wond'rous nice, 
The Graſhopper, Gnat, and Fly, 
Serve for our Minſtrelſy; 5 
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Grace ſaid we dance awhile, 
And fo the Time beguile ; 
But if the Moon doth hide her Head, 
The Glow-worm lights us home to Bed. 
O'er Tops of dewy Graſs 
So nimbly we do paſs, 
The young and tender St:){k 
Ne'er bends where we do walk ; 
Yet in the Morning may be ſeen 
Where we the Night before have been. 
S © n S Tc; 
COME Gallants, let's tender thoſe Hearts we ſurrender - 
At the bleſt Coronation of our Faith's great Defender; 
Now Glory ſhall Rule: 
No more Popiſh Edge-Tool ; 
Thank Heav'n of a Knave we've at laſt made a Fool 
| of a Jeſuit. 


Th' High-Commiſſion-Court Sham, 
JefFrys, Devil, and Dam, Ram; 
Once maul' d our poor Church with the Pope's batt' ring 
But the great Sleeves of Lawn 
No more ſhall be drawn 
Into Nooſes and Goals, by the impudent . of a Jeſuit; 


Who but They and their Crew 
Poor James could undo, 
And looſe him his Honour and Diadem too 
By Peter's falſe Meaſure, 
Th' unfortunate Czfar 
Turn'd (alas!) out a grazing, like Nebuchadnezzar, by 
the jeſuit. 
With your Chancellor, falſe Steward 
Rome's Scholar fo toward, 
Your Caftlemain Nuncio, and your Cardinal Howatd, 
You have out done the Shot , 
Of your Gunpowder Plot, 
And blown up the credulous James; have ye not, ye 
[ falſe Jeſuits ? > 


Our Freedoms and Charters 


Were the firſt of your Martyrs, 
For Rome had baun to take up her Head Quarters : 


Hor 


For 


der, 
der 5 


Fool 


eſuit. 


am; 
ring 


ſeſuit; 
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Her Vengeance to wreak, 
All Faith we muſt break ; 


For Law, Oaths, and Goſpel are all Bonds too weak for 


; ſa Je ſuit. 

With your ſly falſe Preambles, | 
For your dear Stakes and Shambles, 

And goring three Kingdoms with the old Thoms and 


What Engines infernal [Brambles 3 

In the Popiſh Diurnal, 
Could fill the whole World with Treaſons eternal, but the 
| | [Furr ? 
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(COME, gentle ſleep, and as I lie, 


Oh, bid the Hours tread ſoftly by; 
While in thy ſtill Pavillion laid, 
J think upon the Charming Maid. 
Some mimick Dream, on Fancy's wing 
Light-pois'd, command ſuch Joys to bring, 
(Obedient to thy milder oy 
As tyrant Love denies by Day. 


Come, ſweet Seducers! who reſtore 

Sad Enxiles to their native Shore; 

To his proud Hopes the Courtier raiſe ; 
And crown the youthful Bard with Bays. 
O, come ! laviſh all your Art, 

To paint the Miſtreſs of my Heart: 
But, make the lovely Phantom kind ; 
And bleſs, while you deceive my Mind. 
Like Egypt's Queen, her Charms diſplay ; 
And let me give the World away! 

Or Juno like, let her be ſeen ; 

(If Juno be fo bright a Mien) 

When ſmiling ſoft with languid Eyes, 
Wuhin the Chambers of the Skies, 

She fondly tempts, to nuptial Love, 
The mighty Majefty of Jove. 

In the warm Bluſh of Virgin Bloom, 
Conduct her to the bridal Room 


ve Graces, there undreſs the Fair; 


Ye Graces, looſe her gather'd Hair ! 
Z 2 vo 
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O come ! and, while my raviſh'd View 

This pleaſing Shadow ſhall purſue, 

Let my Reſemblance be convey d, 

Indulgent, to the ſleeping Maid : 

That both our Viſions may agree, 

And the chafte Charmer think on me 

| SO N G 387. 

3 O ME hither, good People, both aged and young, 

And give your Attention to my merry Song; 
Vil fing you a true one, and not hold you long. | 
With a down, down, down, up and down, derry, &c. 

A Parſon there was, and whoſe Name I could tell, 

But ſuppoſe I do not, it will do full as well, 


Whoſe Wife did all Yorkſhire in Beauty excel. 
With a down, &c. 


Her Texture ſo perfect, her Eyes black as Sloe, 
Her Hair curling ſhone, and like Jet it did ſhow, 
Which often denotes tis the ſame Thing below. 
With a down, &c. | 
A fprightly young Spark ſhe had ſmitten ſo deep, 
Nor Day had he Quiet, nor Night could he fleep ;, 


Which made him think how to her Bed he ſhould creep; 
With a down, &c. 


Aſſiſtance he wanted, and then did unbend 

His Mind to a Brother, beſure a good Eriend ; 

Who ſaid, Fear not, Watt, thou ſhalt compaſs thy End. 
With a down, &c. 

In Woman's Apparel dreſs out, and be gay; 

. Fil venture my Life on't, twill be a ſure Way, 

If you condeſcend but to what I ſhall ſay. 
With a down, &c. 

And thus to the Parſon's this Couple rode on: 

Dear Doctor, ſays Franke, here's a Thing to be done, 

Which Office perform'd, I ſhall gratefully own. 
With a down, &c. | 

This Lady that long has Love's Paſſion defy'd, 

And all my Addreiles ſo often deny d, 

Will now make me happy, by being my Bride. 
With a down, &c, 


fs: - 


"Tis 
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*Tis paſt the canonical Hour, faid he, 
And till the next Morning yon know it can't be, 
And then I'll attend you, Sir, moſt readily, 

With a down, &c. 
Says Frank, I confeſs, Sir, you're perfectly right, - 
But here lies the Hardſhip, we can't while 'tis Light, 


Get to the next Town for a Lodging to Night. 


With a down, &c. 
Take no Care of that, Sir, for thus it ſhall be, 
The Lady, if ſhe thinks it fit to agree, 
Shall lie with my Deareſt, and you lie with me. 
With a down, &c. | 
You ſo much oblige me, in what you now ſay, 
I hope in Return I ſhall find out a Way, 


Suck generous Kindneſs with Thanks to repay. 


With a down, &c. 

This being agreed on, both Sides did conſent, 

To put the Glaſs round, and the Evening wag ſpent 

In Mirth and good Chear, then to Bed they all went. 

With a down, &c. | 

No ſooner in Bed then, but with a bold Grace, 

Watt, full of Defire, thus open'd the Cafe ; 

Dear Madam, ſays he, I muſt---then did embrace. 
With a down, &c. 

Confounded ſhe lay, and not able to ſpeak, 

To think how theſe Wags had deceiv'd her and Diek; 

But at laſt ſhe was pleas'd with the Frolick and Trick. 
With a down, &c. 

He pleas'd her ſo well, that tranſported ſhe lay, 

Contriving and plotting for his longer Stay, 

Which thus to her Huſband ſhe form'd the next Day, 
With a down, &c | 

This Lady, my Deareft, laſt Night full of Grief, 

Oft hugg'd me, and told me, I can't for my Life 


| Conſent, tho' I've promis'd him to be his Wife. 


With a down, &c. 


To-morrow, ſaid ſhe, and then freely went on, 
Tho' I love him, my Heart tells me I muſt be gone : 
If ſo, the poor Man, you know, may be undone, 


With a down, &c. 2 3 Now 
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Now how to prevent this, I'll think of a Way, 
If I can perſuade her ſome Time for to ftay 


And that's a good Office, I'm ſure you will ſay. 


With a down, &c. 


*Tis ſo my dear Creature; pray do what you can 
To pleaſe her, and bring her to Humour again; 


And I'll do the beſt to divert the poor Man. 


With a down, &c, 


The Plot ſo well taken, made both their Hearts bound ; 


All Night and all Day too, whenever they found 
Convenience for Paſtime her Pleaſure he crown'd 
With a down, &c. 


And thus my Friend Watt his full Swing did obtain, 


The Wife too in Tranſport a whole Week did reign, 
And the Man, ne'er the worſe, had his — back again. 
With a down, &c. 
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65 OM E hither, my Country Squire, 
Take friendly Inſtructions from me; 
The Lords ſhall admire 
Thy Taſte in Attire, 
The Ladies ſhall languiſſi for thee. 
CHORUS 
- Such Flaunting, 
Gallanting, 
And Jaunting, 
Such Frolicking thou ſhalt ſee, 
Thou ne' er like a Clown 
Shalt quit Loadon ſweet Town, 
To live in thine own Country. 
A Skimming-Diſh Hat provide, 
With little more Brim than Lace ; 
Nine Hairs on a Side 
To a Pig's Tail ty'd, 
Will ſet out thy jolly broad Face, 
Such — &c. 


Co 


Co 


- 
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Go get thee a Footman's Frock, 
A Cudgel quite up to thy Noſe ; 
Then friz like a Shock, 
And plaiſter thy Block, 
And buckle thy Shoes at thy Toes. 
Such Flaunting, &c. 
A Brace of Ladies fair ; 
To pleaſure thee hall firive 
In a Chaiſe and a Pair 
They ſhall teke the Air, 
And thou in the Box ſhalt drive. 
Such Flaunting, &c, _ 
S O N G 389. 
+ OME, jolly Bacchus, God of Wine, 
Crown this Night with Pleaſure : 
Let none at Cares of Life repine, 
To deſtroy our Pleaſure: 
Fill up the mighty ſparkling Bowl, 
That ev*ry true and loyal Soul 
May drink, and fing, without Controul, 
To ſupport our Pleaſure. 
Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thcu be 
Guardian to our Pleaſure ; 
That, under thy Protection, we 
May enjoy new Pleaſure : 
And, as the Hours glide away, | 
We'll in thy Name invoke their Stay, 
And fing thy Praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with Pleaſure, 


. S OO 68 390. | 
COME, Lads, ne'er plague your Heads 
With what is done in Spain, | 
But leave to them | 
Who are ſupreme, 
To ſettle Peace again: | | 
Debating, prating, jumbling, grumbling, 
Pays no Nation's Debt ; . 
*Tis Time muſt clear it, 
___ Juft like Claret, 
When it is on the fret. 
2 
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Fach one ſhould Mind his own, 
Not Bufineſs of the State: 
This all we get, 
By Meddling yes, 
More Troubles to create, 
Our wrangling, jangling, clam'ring, hamm' ring, 
But diſturb the Town; 
Such Men of Mettle, 
In a Kettle, | 
Make two Holes for one. 
If you the Dangers knew 
Of thoſe that wear a Crown, 
You'd ſcarce envy 
| A State fo high, 
But wiſely uſe your own : 
Unſteady, giddy, buſy, dizzy, 
With the dazling Height ; 
Yet daily ftooping, 
Alſo drooping 
Underneath the Weight, 
Low Swains that range the Plains, 
Their native Freedom keep, | 
| Who yet command, 

With Crook in Hand, 
Their faithful Dog and Sheep : 
Their Leiſure, Pleaſure, Sporting, Courting, 

None but Time deceive ; 
Whilſt Amaryllis, 
Jog and Phillis, 
Flow'ry Garlands weave, 
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(COME Laffie, lend me your braw Hemp Heckle, 


And I'll lend you my Thripling Kame ; 
For Fainneſs, Deary, I'll gar ye keckle, 
If you'll go dance the Bob of Dunblane. 
Haſte ye, gang to the Grund of ye'r Trunkies, 
ye bran, and dinna think Shame; 
Conſider in Time, if leading of Monkies 
Be better than dancing the Byb of Punblans. 


Be 


w 
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Be frank, my Laſſie, left I grow fickle, 
And tak my Word and Offer again, 
Syne ye may chance to repent it mickle, 
Ye didna accept of the Bob of Dunblane. 
The Dinner, the Piper, the Prieſt ſhall be ready, 
And I'm grown dowie with lying alane; 
Away then, leave both Minny and Dady, 
And try with me the Bob of Dunblane. 
S O N G 392. 
COME let's ha'e mair Wine in, 
Bacchus hates repining, 
Venus loos nae dwining, 
Let's be blyth and free. | 
Away with dull, Here t'ye, Sir; 
Ye're Miſtreſs, Robie, gi'es her, 
We'll drink her Health wi' Pleaſure, 
Wha's belov'd by thee. 
Then let Peggy warm ye, 
That's a Laſs can charm ye, 
And to Joys alarm ye, 
Sweet is ſhe to me. 
Some Angel ye wad ca' her, 
And never with ane brawer, 
If ye bare-headed faw her 
Kiltet to the Knee. 


PEGGY a dainty Lafs is, 
Come let's join our Glaſſes, 
And refreſh our Hauſes 
With a Health to thee. 
Let Coofs their Caſh be clinking, 
Be Stateſmen tint in thinking, 
While we with Love and Drinking, 
Give our Cares the lie, 
| SO N G 3 
COME let us drink, wy 
Tis vain to think, 
Like Fools, on Grief or Sadneſs ; 
Like our Money fly, 
And our Sorrow die, 
All worldly Care is Madneſs, 


Buy 
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But Wine and good Chear, 
Will, in ſpite of our Fear, 
Inſpire our Hearts with Mirth, Boys: 
The Time we live 
To Wine let us give, 
Since all muſt turn to Earth, Boys: 
Hand about the Bowl, 
The Delight of my Soul, 
And to my Hand commend it 5 
A Fig for Chink, 
*Twas made to buy Drink, 
And before we go hence we'll ond s it. 


COME, let us prepare, 
We Brothers that are 
Met together on merry Occafion ; 
Let's drink, laugh and fing, 
Our Wine has a Spring : 
Here's a Health to an Accepted Maſon, 
The World is in Pain, 
Our Secret to gain, 
But ſtill let them wonder and gaze on, 
Till they're ſhewn the Light, 
They'll ne'er know the right 
Word, or Sign of an Accepted Maſon. 
_ *Tis this, and tis that, | 
They cannot tell what ; 
Why ſo many great Men in the Nation 
Should Aprons put on, 
To make themſelves one 
With a Free and Accepted Maſon. 
Great Kings, Dukes, and Lords, 
Have laid by their Swords, 


This our Myſt'ry to put a good Grace on; 


And ne' er been aſnam d 
To hear themſelves nam' d 
With a Free and an Accepted Maſon. 


„ 7 


y's 


As a Free and an Accepted Maſon, 
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Antiquity's Pride 
We have on our Side, 

It makes each Man juſt in his Station; 
There's nought but what's good, 
To be underſtood : 

By a Free and an Accepted Maſon. 
We're true and fincere, 
We're juſt to the Fair, 

They'll truſt us on ev'ry Occaſion; 
No Mortal can more 
The Ladies adore 

Than a Free and an Accepted Maſon. 
Then join Hand in Hand 
To each other firm ſtand, 

Let's be merry, and put a bright Face on : 
So Mortal can boaſt | 
So noble a Toaſt, 


S8 ON G 395 
e OM E, let us drink, and drown all Sorrow, 

For perhaps we may not, for perhaps we may not, 
For perhaps we may not meet here to morrow. 
He that goes to Bed, goes to Bed, goes to Bed ſober, 
Falls as the Leaves do, falls as the Leaves do, 
Falls as the Leaves do in October. 
This will cure the Head-ach, the Cough and the Phthiſic, 
This is to all Men, this is to all Men, 
This is to all Men the beſt of Phyſic, 
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8 OM E, let's be merry, | 
While we've good Sherry; 

Come, let's be airy, 

Sprightly, and gay : 
Good Wine's a Pleaſure 
The only Treaſure 
That makes us joyful, 

By Night or Day. 
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Wine makes us jolly, 
Cures Melancholly, 
Drowns all our Folly, 
Makes our Hearts glad ; 
While we're poſſeſſing 
That glorious Bleſſing, 
Good Wine carefling, 
Let's not be ſad. | 
CO ME, little Cupid, God of Love, 
Each tender Paſſion gently move; 
With fondeſt Wiſhes, ſofteſt Pain, 
Exert thy courted pleaſing Reign; 
Aſſiſt this preſent new Deſire, 
And gently fan the glowing Fire. 


'Then prune your filken Wings, and bear 


Theſe Sounds to haughty Chloe's Ear; 
Capricious fair One, lay aſide 

Your awkward Coyneſs, hateful Pride : 

Far know, that now's the happy Hour, 
That roving Damon owns your Power. 


Then quickly ſnatch thy golden Bow, 
Accept the Flame, receive the Vow ; 
Tell her I rage, I burn, I die, 
Don't tell her, Boy, tis all a Lye ; 
Tell her, To-day if ſhe*!] not yield, 
To-morrow Celia takes the Field. 
| $. 0 KN 0G . 
COME, little Infant, love me now, 
While thine unſuſpected Years 
Clear thine aged Father's Brow 
From cold Jealouſy and Fears. 
Pretty ſurely twere to ſee 
By young Love old Time beguil'd ; 
While our Sportings are as free 
As the Nurſe's with the Child. 
Common Beauties ſtay fifteen ; 
Such as yours ſhould ſwiſter move; 
Whoſe fair Bloſſoms are too green 


Vet for Luſt, but not for Love. 


( 265 ) 
Love as much the ſnowy Lamb, 
Or the wanton Kid, does prize, 
As the luſty'Bull or Ram, 
Now then love me: Time may take 
Thee before thy Time away : 
Of this Need we'll Virtue make, 
And learn Love before we may. 
So we win of doubtful Fate; 
And if Good to us ſhe meant, 
We that Good ſhould antedate, 
Or, if Ill, that Ill prevent. 
Thus as Kingdoms, fruftrating 
Other Titles to their Crown. 
In the Cradle crown their King, 
So all foreign Claims to drowa : 


So, to make all Rivals vain, 


Now I crown thee with my Love: 
Crown me with thy Love again, 
And we both ſhall Monarchs prove. 
; SO N G 399. 
Roger. COME, Love, let us join, 
= C Come prithee be mine, 
My only, my dear pretty Creature; 
More my Cicely I prize, 
Than 1 do both my Eyes, 
And than Honey to me ſhe is ſweeter. 
Cicely, You think to perſuade 
A poorfilly Maid, 
Uanſk:!!'d in the Bus'neſs of Wooing; 
If you hold on your Jeft, 
I'll be gone, I proteſt, 
For fear it ſhould prove my Undoing : 
I'm in fuch a Fever, 
The like it was never; 
Zo dteadfully fore is my Smart, 
That Cupid, I weer, 
Were you but to ſee t, 
Has ber 4 a great Holt in my Heart, 
Aa | 
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Cic. Yes, yes, the plain Caſe is, 
| You know all your Paces, 
Whene'er you would compaſs your Pleaſure ; 
And if filly Wenches 
Believe your Pretences, 
They're left to repent at their Leiſure, 
Rog. In Pity forbear 
To inſult me, my Der; 3 
O ſpare, while ſo ſorely I languiſh ! 
What Room, dear Unkind, 
For Deceit can you find 
In a Breaft that is brimful of Anguiſh ? 
Cic. Nay, nay, Roger, now, 
You wrong me, I vow; 
I would not be reckon'd hard-hearted : 
But alas! I have known, 
For believing too ſoon, 
Peor Maids that have wofully ſmarted. 
Rog. Pray de not ſuppoſe, 
That I'm one of thoſe 
Who can leave their Sweet-hearts in the Lurch: 
I mean, in good Sooth, 
To plight you my Troth, 


When the Banns have been aſk'd in the Church. 


Cie. But then ſhould you ſoon, 
With the firſt Honey- moon, 


Should you forfeit the Troth you have plighted? 


Should you cool to your Spouſe, 

Laugh at all your paſt Vows, 
And Cicely, poor Cicely, be lighted ? 
Rog. Come, Sweet, be not ſhy, 

On your True-love rely, 
— with hearty good Will let's agree; 

You may quit ev'ry Fear, 

When, without you, I ſwear, 
All the World would be nothing to me. 


Cic, Well, I can't but approve 
Ot ſo honeſt a Love, 
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Nor dread to be ſuch a one's Wife, 
Rog. And a Love, my dear Cis. 
That's as honeſt as this, 
So as long and as laſting as Life. 
S 0 N G 400. 
COM E, my Lovers, come, come away; 
Come, come away; 

Let's take our Pleaſures while we may. 
Hark ! how the Muſick charms our Ears, 
Increaſing Love, diſpelling Fears. 

S O N G 401. 
COME, my Celia, let us prove, 
While we can, the Sports of Love; 
Time will not be ours ſor ever, 
He at length our Gagd will ſever; 
Spend not then his in vain; 
Suns that ſet may riſe again, 
But if once we looſe this Light, 
*Tis with us perpetual Night. 
Why ſhould we defer our Joys ? 
Fame and Rumour are but Toys. 
Cannot we delude the Eyes 
Of a few poor houſhold Spies ? 
*Tis no fin Love's Fruits to fteal ; 
But the ſweet Thefts to reveal: 
To be taken, to be ſeen, 
Theſe have Crimes accounted been. 
SO N G 402. 
C OME, my Dear, whilſt Youth conſpires 
With the Warmth of our Defires ; 
Envious Time about thee watches, 
And ſome Grace each Minute ſnatches : 
Now a Spirit, now a Ray, 
From thy Eye he ſteals away; 
Now he blaſts ſome blooming Roſe, 
Which upon thy freſh Cheek grows; 
Gold now plunders in a Hair; 
Now the Rubies doth impair, 
Of thy Lips; and with ſure Haſt 
All thy Wealth will take at laſt, 
Only that of which thou mak'f 
Vie in Time, from Time thou tak ſt. Aaz 
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SO N G 403 * 
" O ME Neighbours, now we ve our Hay, 
Co ebe gen in hl | 
With Sports conclude the Day. 
Let every. Man chuſe out his Laſs, 
And then ſalute her on the Graſs 3 
| And when you find 
| She's coming kind, 
Let not that Moment paſs. 
CHORUS, 
We'll toſs off our Bowls to true Love and Honour, 


To all kind loving Girls, and the Lord of the Manor, 


At Night when round the Hall wee ſat, 
With good brown Bowls, 
To chear our Souls, 
And raiſe a merry Chat; 
When Blood grows warm, and Love run: high, 
And Jokes about the Table fly ; 
Then we retreat, 
And that repeat, 
Which all would gladly try. 
Let lazy Great ones of the Town - 
Drink Night away, 
And ſleep all Day, 
Till Gouty they are : 
Our nightly Sports ſuch Vigour give , 
That oftentimes we do revive, | 
And kiſs our Dames 
With ftronger Flames 
Than any Prince alive. 
8 © MW © 4ace-- 
OME, eld Time, and uſe thy Sickle, 
Life's a Weight I cannot bear; 
Cares are conſtant, Fortune fickle ; 
All our Joys but Trifles are. 
Friends are Shadows that deceive us, 
In our Wants they diſappear ; 
The World's too baſe for Heav'n to give us 
Any real hy * 


Ts 


ONG 


( 209 ) 
$ 0 N G 405. 
COME, Pyrrha, tell what Lover now 
Is moſt in your good Graces ? 
On what lac'd Coat, or ſcented Beau, 
In publick you your Smiles beſtow ; 
And more in private Places. 
What eaſy Heart do you invade 
By all this nice adorning ? 
For what vain Fop is now diſplay'd 
The Mecklin Lace and rich Brocade ? 
At Toilet ſpent the Mozning ? 
Ah, bow he'll rage, when midft this Calm 
Tempeſtuous Clouds ſhall gather; 
When he beholds the lowring Storm, 
That faithleſs Brow of thine deform, 
Uatry'd in boiſterous Weather ! 


Whom now thy Look ferene beguiles, 


Ah ! poor unthinking Creature ! 
Who, credulous, enjoys thy Smiles, 
And never Dreaming of thy Wiles, 
Now thinks thee all Good- nature. 
He feels thy Charms in wretched Hour, 
That's to thy ways a Stranger : 
As for my Part, my Turn is o'er; 
I've ſcap'd the Deep, and, ſafe from Shore, 
Look on another's Danger. | 
S O N G 406. 1 
COME, Stoick, come, thou proud Philoſopher, 
Thou, thou that art ſo cold, and ſo ſevere; 
Who, with vain Gravity diſeas d, 


Art afraid of being pleas d. 
Come, liſten, liſten to our tuneful Strains, 
View the delightful Nymphs, and raviſh'd Swains. 


Poor, loft Philoſopher, 
How wilt thou find thy Paſſions here ? 


How wiſh thy ſelf all Eye ; and wiſh thy ſelf all Ear. 


Come, Stoick, come, thou proud Philoſopher, 
Thou, thou that art ſo cold, and ſo ſevere ; 


| Who ſo ſevere, whom Muſick cannot charm ? 


So cold, whom Beauty cannot warm AA} 


( 270 ) 
But when both, both are combining, 
Both united Forces joining, 
Then what Madneſs tis to arm 
When fo kind too is th* Alarm, 
And ſuch Softneſs does impart, 
Such gladſom Tremblings to the Heart, 
Who ſo ſevere, whom Mufick cannot charm ? 
So cold, whom Beauty cannot warm? 
Let looſe thy Soul to Joy; 
Nor call what pleaſes thee a Toy. 
Fcol he, that wants to be above | Ff 
Gay Delight, and gentle Love ! | 
Fool, againſt himſelf contriving, | H 
Who, with kindly Nature ſtriving, 
Quarrels with the Sweets of living, 5 
Let looſe thy Soul to Joy, 
Nor call what pleaſes thee a Toy. T 
Virtue, the Miftreſs of thy Care, | 1 
1s but a Part of good; | M. 
Pleaſure's the reſt; is lovely Fair, 
And wou'd be wiſely wood; | 
Cheat not thy ſelf of Bliſs was meant thee ; 
But take, take all kind Fate has ſent thee. 


Grand CHORUS, 
All, all at fav'rite Hours improve, 
Deal in Muſick, deal in Love; In 


oy 


All thy Faculties employ, . g W 

To treat thy jolly Nature high; | 
Every Senſe allow its Joy, "2 Th 
And every Joy its luxury : . | 
Let not Age have to complain, M: 
That neglected Youth was vain, | ] 

Its Pleaſures an untaſted Stream; 

Loet not Time, when tis gone, He 

Say, that nothing was done, 

And Life ſcarce ſo good as a Dream. 


S O N G 4o7. 
COME, take your Glafs, the Northern Laſs 
So prettily advis'd; | 
I drank her Health, and really was 
 Agrecably ſurpriz'd, Her 


Her 


25x) 


II- + Shay > nan her Voice fo ſweet, 


Her Air and Mien ſo free; 
The Syren charm'd „ 
But take your Drink, ſaid ſhe 
If from the North 8 
How is it that I feel 
Within my Breaſt that glowing Flame 
No Tongue can e'er reveal ? 


| Tho? cold and raw the North-wind blow, 


All Summer's on her Breaft ; 
Her Skin was like the driven Snow, 
But Sun- ſhine all the reſt. 


Her Heart may Southern Climates melt, 
Tho' frozen now It ſeems ; 


That Joy with Pain be equal felt, 


And balanc'd in Extremes. 

Then like our genial Wine ſhe'll charm 
With Love my panting Breaſt : 

Me, like our Sun, her Heart ſhall warm ; 
Be Ke co all the reſt. 


S O N G 438. 
COME to my Arms, my Treaſure, 
Thou Spring of all my Joy ; 

Without thy Aid all Pleaſure 

Muſt languiſh, fade and die. 
In vain is all Reſiſtance, 
When arm' d with thy Adiftance, 

What fair One ean deny ? 
Then fill around the Glaſſes, 

And thus we'll drink and chant, 
May all the dear kind Laſſes 

Have all they wiſh or want. 


$S O N G 4009. 
He, COME tomy Arms, my lovely Fair, 
Sooth my uneaſy Care: 
lu my Dream late I woo'd thee, 

And in vain I purſu'd thee, 
For you fled from my Pray'r, 
And bid me deſpair ; 

Come to my Arms, my lovely Fair, * 

5 


my —ä——— — — 


_ 
* —à—— a Aer . . —— — 
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She. Tho? tis eaſy to pleaſe ye, 
And hard to deny 
Tho? poſſeſſing's a Bleſſing 
For which I cou'd die, 
I dare not, I cannot comply. | 
He. When 1 languiſ with Anguiſh, 
And tenderly figh, 
Can you leave me, deceive me, 
And ſcornfully fly? 
Ah fear not; you muft not deny. 
She. I dare not, I cannot comply, 
He. Ah fear not; you muſt not deny. 


S ON GG 410. 


Comphins, denying, 
Now free and now coy, 
Alluring, and curing 


Love's Pain with its Joy. 


With Frowns, or with Smiles, that can kindle a Fire, 


Is 2 Girl that each Temper and Age muſt 2 
Her Eye darts its Glances, 
Our Heart feels its Ray; 
Her Power advances, 
And ours ebbs away. 
From Charms ſo ſtrong there's none can retreat, 
For, do what ſhe will, ſhe's ev'ry way ſweet. 


S ON G 411. 


Conquering Beauty „ *tis I ſtill adore, 
Tho' Thouſands your Victim, have fell before ; 
Let Pity now move; 
Grant me your Love; 
Deareſt, your Aid I implore. 
Lovely Tranſporter, 
Your Faithful relieve, 
I'll crown you with Glory; ; 
Charmer, believe ; 
I'll banith all Fear, 
Forget dull Care, 
Let me my Senſes retrieve. 


SONG 
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SON G 4132. 
Me. Confeſs thy Love, fair bluſhing Maid, 
For fince thine Eye's conſenting, 
Thy ſafter Thoughts are 2 betray d, 
And Naſays no worth tenting. 
Why aims thou to oppoſe thy Mind, 
With Words thy Wiſh denying ? 
Since Nature made them to be kind, 
Reaſon allows complying. 


Nature and Reaſon's joint Conſent 


Make Love a facred Bleſſing ; 
Then happily that Time is ſpent, 
That's war d on kind Careſſing. 
Come then, my Katie, to my Arms, 
I'll be nae mair a Rover; 
But find out Heaven in a* thy Charms, 
And prove a faithful Lover. 


She. What you defign by Nature's Law, 
Is fleeting Incligation, 
That Willy Wiſp bewilds us a” 
By its Infatuation. 
When that goes out, Careſſes tire, 
And Love's nae mair in Seaſon, 
Syne weakly we blaw up the Fire 
With all our boaſted Reaſon. 


He. The Beauties of inferior Caſt 
May ſtart this juſt Reflection: 
But Charms like thine maun always laſt, 
Where Wit has the Protection. 
Virtue and Wit, like April Rays, 
Make Beauty riſe the ſweeter ; 


The langer then on thee I gaze, 


My Love will grow cotnpleater. 
$ 6 . 
(Orinna coſt me many a Prayer, 
E'er I her Heart cou'd gain ; 
But the ten Thouſand more ſhould hear, 
| To take that Heart again. 


Who does at firſt his 
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Deſpair I thought the greateſt Curle ; 
But to my Coſt I find, 

Corinna's Conſtancy ſtill worſe ; 
Moſt cruel when too kind. | 

How blindly then does Cupid carve ? 
How ill divide the Joy ? 


ers ſtarve, 
And then with Plenty cloy. 


SO N G 1414. 
inna, I excuſe thy Fare, 


Fhoſe erring Lines which Nature drew, = 


When I reflect, that every Grace 
Thy Mind adorns, is juſt and true. 
But oh! thy Wit what God has ſent? 
Surpriſing, airy, unconſin d; 
Some Wonder, ſure, Apollo meant, 
And ſhot himſelf into thy Mind. | 
S O N G 4p 
„ in the Bloom of Youth, 
nent ws: ah 
Regardleſs of the tend'reft Truth, 
No ſoft Complaint could move her. 


Mankind was hers, all at her Feet 


Lay proftrate and adoring 
The Witty, Handfome, Rich, and Great, 


In vain alike imploring. 


But now grown old, ſhe would repair 


Her Loſs of Time, and Pleaſure ; 


With willing Eyes, and wanton Air, 


Inviting every Gazer. 
But Love's a Summer Flow'r, that dies 
With the firſt Weather's changing ; 
The Lover, like the Swallow, flies 
From Sun to Sun, ſtill ranging. 
Mira, let this Example move 
Your fooliſh Heart to Reaſon ; 
Youth is the proper Time fog Love, 
And Age is Virtue 2 Scaſon, 


* 


m 


If e' er, impatient for the Bliſs, 


Tho' my Tongue has pretended to ſerve and adore, 


| 
Let me ** her Arms, or die at her Feet. | , 

: 

; 


Coſmelia, cruel at Threeſcore, 
Like Bards in modern Plays, 5 
Four Acts of Life paſs d guiltleſs o'er, 
But in the Fifth the ſlays. 5 


Within her Arms you fall, 
The plaiſter d Fair returns the Kiſs, 
Like Thiſbe, thro' a Wall. 5 
. 
Orinna is divinely fair, 
Eaſy her Shape, and ſoft her Air; 
Of Hearts ſhe had the abſolute Sway, 
Before ſhe threw her own away : 
The Power now languiſhes by which fhe charm'd, 
Her Beauty's fullied, and her Pride diſarm d. 


Like Nature, ſhe is apt to waſle 
Her Treaſure where tis valued leaſt; 
So Peaſants ſurfeit where it grows, 
On Fruit the Eaftern Sun beftows ; 
But all the Delicacy fades before | 
It can thro* Oceans reach our diſtant Shore, 
S O N G 418. : 
S with Innocence, Beauty, and Wit, 
Every Senſe does invade, 
And my Reaſon perſuade, 
And with Pleaſure compels me my Reaſon to quit; 


I find my Heart ne er was in earneſt before; 

But ſo bright are her Charms, all my Hopes I diftruſt ; 
My Want of Deſert makes my Jealouſy juſt : 

If the Joys her Eyes promiſe I ne er muſt obtain, 
Let *em quickly determine my Doubts by Diſdain ; 8 
I am none of thoſe Fools who can figh and complain, 
But if ſhe can betray me, my Fate let me meet, 


SONG 
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S0 N G 419. * 
Cod Man be ſecure, — 
As of old, a thoufand good V 
What Arts might he know, whet AG> might he 4s, 
And all without Hurry or Care ? 


But we, who have but ſpan-long Lives, 
The thicker muſt lay on our Pleaſure, 
And fince Time will not ſtay, add the Night tothe Day, | 
And thus we may lengthen the Meaſure. 
SO N 8 420. 
C Ould'ft thou give me a Pleaſure, 
Like the Miſtreſs of my Heart, 
I'd drink beyond all Meaſure, 
And from thee never ſtart. 
A Pleaſure fo alluring, 
I never could refrain, 
Till Life not worth 
In a Tun I'd drown my Pain. 


But fince there's no comparing 
With Raptures ſhe can give, 
Whoſe Extaſy (paſt bearing) 
I ſcarce can taſte, and live: 
To brighter Joys reſigning, | 
PI quit thy ſparkling Charms, 
And die without repining, 
To be bury'd in her Arms. 
S O N G 421. 
+ OY Belinda may diſcover, 
Love is nothing but a Name; 
*Tis not Beauty warms the Lover, 
When he tells her of his Flame. 
Bur the keeps a greater Treaſure, 
Bills and Bonds inflame his Heart ; 
Charms that flow with Tides of Pleaſure, 
More obey d than Cupid's Dart. 
; 8 O N G 422. 
Rowds of Coxcombs, that dcluding, 
Cringing, chatt' ring, 
Ogling, flatt' ring, 


By Coquetting, and by Pruding, : 
All ate Victims te my Art. While 


77 


While 


(m7) 
While at Will the Fools I'm leading, | 
They for Favours interceding, * 
With vain Hopes and Fancies feeding, 
Still untouch'd I keep my Heart. 
Still, &c. 
Each imagines be ſhall gain me, 
| Thinks I prize him, 
Who def 25 him; 


All their Wiles ne er obtain me, 


Born to baffle all Mankind, 
Like the Winds and Waves ſtill changing, 
Never conſtant, ever ranging, 
Cupid from my Heart eſtranging, 
That's as cold as he is blind, 
That's, &c. 


S ON G 4323. 

'& Rown me with the branching Vine, 
Round my Temples let it wine; 

See | the reeling God appears, 
With Silenus, green in Years, 
Crown'd with Joy, let them come, 
Welcome! welcome welcome! welcome 
Pour the fragrant Oil, and ſhed 
Od'rous Perfumes on my Head, 
Cupid ſhall the Skinker be; 
Fill a Glaſs, and give it me; 
Fill out more, you little Sot, 
Till it overlook the Pot. 
Mingle Love and ſoft Debres, 


Tender Thoughts and am'rous Fi * 


Let not Jealouſy intrude, 
Trivial Jeys or noiſy Fewd; 
But let's drink, and be divine, 


Like our Brother Phebus ſhine ; 


Drink like him, like him appear, 

Freſh and blooming all the Year, 

Gay and [miling, full of Life, 

Eaſy, quict, free from Strife ; 3 

Fraught with Friendſhip, fravght with Love, 
Let the Hours ſucceſive move, 


3 5 Paſag 
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Paſſing unregarded on, 
Nor repine at what is gone 3 
But the preſent Hour employ, | 
With Wine, oh, Love's alternate Joy ! 
Thus content, if rigid Fate 
Calls us from our happy State, 
We'll drink our Glaſs, and throw it down, 
And die without a fingle Frown. 
| S O0 N G 4:4. 
CRown your Bowls, | 
Loyal Souls, 
Cæſar to his Home returns; 
From the Shore 
Cannons roar, | 
England ſmiles, and Holland mourns : 
Malecontents in Miſchief failing, 
Changing Notes, now leave off railing ; 
Now the Vipers hide their Stings, 
Fill, fill then high, 
Proclaim your Joy, 
And now in a Chorus ſing, 
Welcome beſt of Kings: 
Noble Boy, here's to thee, 
Look on my Glaſs and me; 
Here's the Way ; 
We this happy Day 
Make as fam'd as the Jubilee. 
| S8 0 6 125. 
CRael Creature, can you leave me 
Can you then ungrateful prove ? 
Did you court me to deceive me, 
And to flight my conſtant Love? 
Falſe ungrateful, thus to woo me, 
Thus to make my Heart a Prize; 
Firft to ruin and undo me, 
Then to ſcorn and tyrannĩze. 
Shall I fend to Heaven my Pray'r? 
Shall I. all my Wrongs relate? 
Shall I curfe the dear B=trayer ? 
No, alas! it is too late, 


Cupis, 


(2799) 
Cupid, pity my Condition, 
Pierce this unrelenting Swain; 
Hear a tender Maid's Petition, 
And reſtore my Love again. 


-.$ © WW ©C a6 
8 Ruel Deſpair, no more torment me, 
No more my blooming Hopes annoy 3 
Let ſoft Deluſion, * content me, 
Ariſe with flattering Dreams of Joy. 


No more my bleeding Heart ſhall languiſh 


In Sighs, the Voice of filent Grief ; 


No more Ill dread the painful Anguith ; 


Sweet Hope returning brings Relief. 
| S O N G 427. 


| & Ruel Stars we find, 


Seldom, ah! too "ſeldom kind ; 3 
Pleaſures vaniſh quick away, 
Tedious is the amel Day; 
Pleaſures vaniſh quick away, 
Tedious is the diſmal Day; 
Good uncertain, ſhort, ſhort its Stay, 
Such, ſuch is the Life poor Mortak ſhare, 
Alas! but little worth our Care, 
Such, ſuch is the Life poor Mortals ſhare, 
Alas ! but little worth our Care. 
S O N G 428. 
CRuel Amynta, can you ſee 
A Heart thus torn, which you betray'd 
Love, of himſelf, ne*er vanquiſh'd me, 
But thro” your Eyes e Wann. 


In Ambuſh there the Traitor lay, 


Where I was led by faithleſs Smiles, 
No Wretches are ſo loſt as they 
Whom much Security beguiles. 
S O N G 42% 
C Upid and Venus ene Day ſtrove 
To warm Amyntor's Heart, 
And give him all the Joys of Love, 
. 
2 


(280) 
Says Venus then, Let ev'ry Maid 
Beſtow a fav rite Grace: 
No, Mamma, Cupid ſmiling ſaid, 
Let's ſhew him Celia's Face. 
ES S O N G 43% 
C Vpid, diſarm thyſelf on me, 
And all thy Arrows ſpend; 
I court thy fear d Artillery; 
Shoot then and be my Friend. 
I only dread thy ſparing Rage, 
By which I am confin'd ; 
Do not my Thoughts to one engage, 
That's mercileſly kind, 
What common Plowman idly would 
On one ſmall Spot beſtow, 
What he to nobler Purpoſe ſhould 
Upon whole Acres ſow. 
Believe me, Cupid, thoſe thy beſt 
And uſeful Captives prove, 
Wbo not in this or that will reſt, 
+ But rove in conſtant Love. 
CC Upid, eaſe a Love-fick Maid, 
Bring thy Quiver to her Aid: 
With equal Ardour wound the Swain: 
Beauty ſhould never ſigh in vain. 

Let him feel the pleaſing Smart, 
Drive thy Arrows through his Heart; 
When one you wound, you then deftroy 3 
When both you kill, you kill with Joy. 
e 8 a" 
CU id, forbear thy childiſh Arts ; 

cannot, will not love : | 
Thy Quiver emptied of its Darts 
On me, would harmleſs prove. 
In vain, fond Boy, Miranda's Eyes 

You point with beamy Fire; ; 
Strephon each killing Glance defies, 

| ae And looks without Defire, 


Thy 


Tby 
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Thy Chloe's dimpled Cheeks adorn 
With gay, bewitching Smiles : 
I laugh at all her wanton Scorn; 

And triumph o'er her Wiles. 
The ſnowy Neck, the ſlender Waſte, 
The gently-bending Brow, 

The ruby Lip, with Moiſture grac'd, 

I view without a Vow. 


Should thy bright Mother, Beauty's ; Queen; 
Court me with open Arms ; 


Adonis-like, would I be ſeen 
To flight her proffer d Charms. 
SON G 433. 
C Void, God of pleaſing Anguiſh, 
Teach th' enamour'd Swain to languiſh, 
Teach him ſoft Defires to know: 
Heroes would be loſt in Story, 
Did not Love inſpire their Glory, 


Did not Love inſpire their Glory; 


Love does all that's great below, 
Love does all that's great below. 


S O N G 434 
C Upid, God of gay Deſires, 
Hymen, with thy ſacred Fires, 
Smiling Zephyrs haſte away, 
Grace this happy, happy Day. 
Loves and Graces all attend, 
All ye Nuptial Pow*rs befriend, 
Make them your peculiar Care, 
Bleſs the Hero, bleſs the Fair. 


S O N G 425. 
C Upid | inſtruct an am'rous Swain, 
Some Way to tell the Nymph his Pain, 
To common Youths unknown : 
To talk of Sighs, of Flames, of Darts, 
Of bleeding Wounds, and burning Hearts, 
Are Methods vulgar grown. 


What need'ſt thou tell? (the God reply'd) 


That Love the Shepherd * bide | 
Bb 3 The 
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The Nymph will quickly find: 
When Phæœbus does his. Beams diſplay, 
To tell Men bravely that "tis Day, 

I; to ſuppoſe em blind, 

S ON G 4386. 
( Upid once in Search of Prey, 
Thought my Reaſon gone aſtray, 

From his Quiver choſe a Dart; 
Soon he drew it to the Head, 

And thus ſmiling to me ſaid ; 

Traytor, now have at thy Heart, 
O how pleas'd the Chit was grown, 
With the Thoughts I was his own, 

But, alas! I feign'd the Smart. 
When the Ged perceiy'd the Sham, 
And that he had loſt his Aim, | 
In a Paſſion thus he ſwore: 
Farewel Quiver, farewel Bow, 

From this very Time I vow, 
Never will I uſe you more. | 
| S 0 0 437. 
C Vpid, with Ganymde to play, 
Had laid his Wings afide ; 
And leſt they ſhould be ſtol'n away, 

Sat on his Darts aſtride. 

For oft the God had, to his Coſt, 

As Prior ſweetly ſings) 

His Quiver, Bow, and Arrows loſt, 

But never loſt his Wings. 

Miſs Kitty, Love's great Favourite, 

Was there a Stander-by, | 
And hit upon a new Conceit, 

Which ſhe reſolv'd to try. 

She oft had heard her Lover figh, 

And praiſe her Angel Face, 

And raiſe her Beauties to the Sky, 

Where they de ſerv'd a Place, 
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She would not truſt the flatt ring Vouth, 
And gave a careleſs Ear; 
Yet fain at Heav'n wou'd know the Truth, 
But how ſhou'd ſhe get there? 
The Urchin's Wings wou'd fit her Shape, 
And put it to a Trial ; 
Yet durſt not aſk the waggiſh Ape, 
She fear'd a pert Denial. 
Young Cupid, without Thought or Care, 
Of no Deſign afraid, 
Did not ſuſpect the wily Fair, 
The ſeeming harmleſs Maid. 
Whilſt Joke and witty Repartee 
'Twixt him and Gany paſt, 
She ſtole his Wings and merrily 
To Peter's Gate did hafte, 
Arriving ſoon, and rapping hard, 
Like haſty Seraphim, 
Peter unto his Poſt repair'd 
To let the Angel in. 
When Porter Peter op'd the Door, 
And ſaw her Face and Mien, 7 
Of Bows and Scrapes he made ſome Score, 
Expecting ſhe'd come in, | 
But, pointing to.the Earth, the Fair, 
Then laughing, ſaid aloud, 
I'd rather be an Angel there, 
Than one amongſt a Crowd, 


* Uſtom prevailing ſo long mongſt the Great, 

Makes Oaths eaſy Potions to ſleep on, 

Which many, on gaining good Places, repeat, 
Without e er deſigning to keep one: 

For an Oath's ſeldom kept, as a Virgin's fair Fame ; 

A Lover's fond Vous; or a Prelates's good Name; 


| A Lawyer to Truth; a Stateſman from Blame 
She. Or a Patriot Heart in a Courtier, 


SONG. 
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SON 
C Yaoderaxa, kind and good, yr " 
Has all my Heart and Stomach too; W 
She makes me love, not hate my Food, 
As other peeviſh Wenches do. T 
When Venus leaves her Vulcan's Cell, 
Which all but I a Colehole call ; * TI 
Fly, fly ye, that above Stairs dwell, | | 
Her Face is waſh'd, ye vniſh all. | Fr 
And as ſhe's fair, ſhe can impart | 
That Beauty, to make all Things fine ; ; Vw 
Brightens the Floor with wond” rous Art, | 
And at her Touch the Diſhes ſhine. 
S ON G 44. 
ha Vnthia frowns whene er I woo her, L 
Yet ſhe's vex'd if I give over: B 
Much ſhe fears I ſhould undo her, 3 
But much more to loſe her Lover. | 
Thus in doubting, ſhe refuſes, | Ye 
And not winning thus ſhe loſes. | H. 
| Prithee, Cynthia, looks behind you, > 
Age and Wrinkles will o'ertake you, Tm 
Then too late Defire will find you, Ha 
When the Power does forſake you. | _ 
Think, oh! thin; oh! ſad Condition, | Bu 
To be paſt, yet wiſh Fruition ! A 
SONG 441. | 
DAME Jane, a fprightly Nun, and gay, | | D 
And form'd of very yielding Clay, | 
Had long with Reſolution ftrove | | Sor 
| "To guard againſt the Shafts of Love. — Y 
| Fond Cupid ſmiling, ſpies the Fair, | Ur 
And ſoon he baffles all her Care. | | ; 
In vain ſhe ſtrives her Pain to ſmother, To 
; The Nymph too frail, becomes a Mother, | | 
| But now, theſe little Follies o'er, T 
| She firmly vows ſhe'll fin no more; 2 
No more to Vice will fall a Prey, 2 
But ſpend in Prayer each flecting Day. Te 5 
ole 


loſe 


Had his Love been fincere, and really in Pain, 


Songs nor Sonnets can't relieve ye, 


Tho' ſhe vows ſhe'll ne'er permit ye, 


Cloſe in her Cell immur d the lies, 
Nor from the Croſs removes her Eyes; 


Whilſt Sifters, crouding at the Grate, 


Spend all their Time in Worldly Prate. 
The Abbeſs, overjoyed to find 

This Happy Change in Jenny's Mind, 
The reft, with Air compos'd, addrefling, 

Daughters, if you expect a Bleſſing, 


From pious Jane, Example take, 


The World, and all its Joys forſalce. 
We will (they all reply'd as One) 
But firſt let's do as Jane has done. 
8 ON & 44. 
D Amon aſk'd me but once, and I faintly deny d, 
Intending to ſnap him the next time he try d; 
Bat alas! he's determin'd to aſk me no more, 
And now makes his Suit to the fam'd Leonore. 
Vet why ſhould I grieve? for I'm well aſſur d, 
Had he lov'd me, he ne'er wou'd have ta'en the firſt 


Tho? he fawns and he cringes, I'll venture to ſay, Word; 
'That Man is a Fool, that will take the firſt Nay. 


He then wou'd have aſk'd me again and again; 
But adieu; let him go; for I never will vex : 
A Swain that's in earneſt allows for eur Sex. 


SO N G 443. 
ID Amon, if you will believe me, 
| ?*Tis not Sighing o'er the Plain; 


Faint Attempts in Love are vain z 
Urge but home the fair Occaſion, 
And be Maſter of the Field; 
To a powerful kind Invaſion, 
*T were a Madneſs not to yield. 


E Says you're rude and much to blame; 
And with Tears implores your Pity, 
Be not mexciful for Shame: 
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When the firſt Aſſault is over, 


Chloris time enough will find | If 1 
This ſo fierce and cruel Lover | mn 
Much more gentle, not ſo kind. | Ye 
SON G g 
D Amon, thy Pride no longer ®.- | — 
Nor cold Indiff rence to the Fair; | 
Thy rural Lite its Sweets bath loſt, 8 
And Patty now is all thy Care. D 
In lonely Walks, and gloomy Shades, 2 
You hope to mitigate your Grief ; ＋ 
In vain we fly when Love invades, aa 
In vain from Love we ſeek Relief. . 6 
Your tuneful Pipe with jocund Strains, And 
No longer cheers the mirthful Grove ; 1 
In Thought oppreſs' d, you ſhun the Plains, | The 
And nothing now indulge but Love. -— 
Your lowing Herds, and bleating Flocks, : 
Unguarded, range the diſtant Fields; | A 
The murm'ring Rills, and hollow Rocks, | ay 
Some Pity to thy Sorrow yields. P 
Had Fate ordain'd the beauteous Maid, Beep 
In Courts a Birth of high Degree, A 
Some nobler Conqueſt ſhe had made ; Fear 
And Damon's Heart had ſtill been free. T 
. SON G 445. Non 
Amon for Love ſtill meets Diſdain, * 
The Nymph makes no Return; Ther 
All the affords to heal his Pain, | | | Le 
I to reward with Scorn. Witt 
The more he begs ſhe'd hear his Vows, Ar 
The more ſhe till denies 3 | | 
The fafter he her Steps purſues, D4 
She ſtill the faſter flies. | 2 T 4 
At length ſhe leaves her baſty Flight, 7 
And turns to meet the Swain; : Whit 
Surpriz'd the's now to find him ſlight Fe 


What he purſu d with Pain. 
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My Crime (ſhe cries) I ſee too late, 
I ſhew'd my Flame too ſoon : 
If T had ſtill repay'd with Hate, 
I'd had him flill my own, | 
Ye lovely Nymphs, in time beware, 
Nor yield your Hearts too ſoon, 
Leſt my unhappy Fate you ſhare, 
And be, like me, undone. 
S O N G 446 
Amon to Sylvia, when alone, 
Did thus expreſs his Love: 
Fair Nymph, I muſt a Paſſion own, 
Which elſe wou'd fatal prove. 
Can you a faithful Shepherd ſee, 
Who languiſhes in Pain, 
And yet ſo cruel-hearted be, 
To let him ſue in vain ? 
Then with his Eyes all full of Fire, 
And whining Phraſes, he 
Intreated her to eaſe Deſire, 
And grant him Remedy. 
Allur'd with am' rous Looks, the Maid, 
Fearing he might prevail, 
Begg' d, that he wou'd no more perſuade 
A Virgin that was frail. 
Fear not, dear Nymph, replies the Swain, 
There's none can know our Bliſs! 
None can relate our Loves again, 
While this Place ſilent is. 
Then Damon, with a lov'd Surprize, 
Leap'd cloſe into her Arms ; | 
With raviſhing Delight he dies, 
And melts with thouſand Charms. | 
S 0 WF 6 447» Nom | 
ID Aphne, the beautiful and coy, | 
Along the winding Shore of Peneus flew, | | 
To ſhun Love's tender offer d Joy, | 
Tho' twas a Gad that did her Charms purſue : | 
While thus Apollo, in a moving Strain, | | 
Awak'd his lyre, and ſofily breath'd his am rous Pain. | 
Fa eſt | 


„. 


Fiatreſt Mortal, flay and hear, 


* * 4 


L 4 F 7 
* v 3 
2 7 . ö * 


Cannot Love, with Muck join'd, 
Touch thy unrelenting Mind! 
Tarn thee, leave thy trembling Fear, 
Faireft Mortal, ſtay and hear. 
The River's ecchoing Banks with Pleaſure did prolong 
The ſweetly meaſured Sounds, and murmur d with a Song. 
Daphne fled ſwifter in deſpair, 
ſhun the God's Embrace, 
to the Genius of the Place, 
She ſigh' d this wondrous Prayer. 
Father Peneus, hear me, aid me, 
Let ſome ſudden Change invade me, 
Fix me rooted on thy Shore; 
Ceaſe, Apollo, to perſuade me, 
Jam Daphne now no more. 
Apollo wondering ftcod to ſee 
The Nymph transform'd into a Tree; 3 


Vain were his lyre, his Voice, his tuneful Art, 


His Paſſion and his Race Divine; 

Nor could th eternal Beams that round his — 
Melt the cold Virgin's frozen Heart. 

Nature alone can Love inſpire, 

Art is vain to move Defire ; 

If Nature does the Fair incline, 

To their own Paſſion they'll rin. 

Nature alone, &c. 


SON GC 443. 
D Aphnis ſtood penſive in the Shade, 
With Arms a-croſs, and Head reclin'd ; 
Pale Looks accus'd the cruel Maid, 
And Sighs reliev'd his love-fick Mind: 
His tuneful Pipe all broken lay, 
Looks, Sighs, and Actions ſeem' d to ſay, 
| My Chloe is unkind. 
Why ring the Woods with warbling Throats ? 
Ye Larks, ye Linnets ceaſe your Strains; 
1 faintly hear | in your ſweet Notes, 
My Chloe's Voice that wakes my Pains ; 
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Yet why ſhould yo your Song forbear ? 
Your Mates delight your 


3 
Dejected as the lonely Dove; 
Sweet Sounds broke gently thro* the Wood, — | 
I feel the Sound; my Heart-ſtrings move, 
Tiras ot the Nightingale tht ſung ; 
No. Tis my Chloe's ſweeter Tongue. 
Hark, hark, what ſays my Love? 
How fooliſh is the Nymph, the cries, 
Who trifles with her Lover's Pain! 
Nature ſtill ſpeaks in Woman's Eyes, 
Our artful Lips were made to feign, 
O Daphnis, Daphnis, twas my Pride, 
"Twas not my Heart thy Love deny'd, 
Come back, dear Youth, again. 


As tother Day my Hand he ſeiz d, 
My Blood with thrilling Motion flew 3 
Sudden I put on Looks diſpleas'd, 
And haſty from his Hold withdrew. 
*T was Fear S 4 thou fimple Swain: 
Then hadſt thou preſs d my Hand again, 
My Heart had yielded too ! 


*Tis true, thy tuneful Reed I blam' d, 


That ſwell'd thy Lip and roſy Cheek; 


Think not my Skill in Song defam d, 


That Lip ſhould other Pleafures ſeek : 

Tho? _ thy Muſic I approve ; 

Yet break thy Pipe, for more I love, 
Much more, to hear thee ſpeak, 

My Heart forebodes that I'm betray” d, 
Daphnis, I fear, is ever 

Laſt Night with Delia's Dog he play'd : 2 
Love by ſuch Trifles firſt comes on. 

Now, now, dear Shepherd, come away, 


My Tongue wou'd now my Heart obey : 


2 
Cc 
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The Youth ſtept forth with haſty Pace, | 

And found where wiſhing Chloe lay; . | 
Shame ſudden lighten'd in her Face, | ( 
Confus'd, ſhe knew not what to ſay. 


At laſt with broken Words the cry'd: | 
To- morrow you in vain had try'd ; 2 
DEAR Catholick Brother, are you come from the 


[ Wars, 

So lame of your Face, and your Foots full of Scars 
To ſee your poor Shela, who with great Grief was fill'd, 
For you my dear Joy, when I think you were kill'd, 5 1 

With a Fa, la, la, &c. | 
O my Shoul, my dear Shela! I'm glad you ſee me 
For if I were dead now, I could not fee thee; | N 
The Cuts in my Body, and the Scars in my Face, 3 
I got them in Fighting for Her Majeſty's Grace. Le 
But oh my dear Shela ! doft thou now love me, 
So well as you did, ere I went to the Sea ? 
By Crieſt and St Patrick, my dear Joy, I do, 
And we ſhall be marry'd to morrow juſt now. 
Tu make a Cabin for thee to keep off the Cold, 
And I have a Guinea of yellow red Gold ; 
To make three halfs of it I think will be beſt, 
Give two to my Shela, and the tird to the Prieft. 


Old Philemy my Father was Fourſcore Years old, 
And tho' he be dead, he'll be glad to be told, 
That we two are married; my Dear, ſpare no Coſt, 
But ſend him ſome Letter upon the laſt Poſt. 
S O N G 450. 
DEAR Aminda, in vain you ſo coyly refuſe, 
: What Nature and Love do inſpire ; 
That formal old Way, which your Mother did uſe, 

Can never confine the Defire, 

It rather adds Qil to the Fire. 
When the tempting Delights of wooing are loſt, 

And Pleaſure a Duty becomes; 

We both ſhall appear, like ſome dead Lover's Ghoſt, 
To frighten each other from Home; 
And the genial Bed like a Tomb, Now 


ſt, 


e, 


Of your tender Heart. 
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Now low at your Feet your fond naune will ies 
And ſeek a new Bate in your Eyes; 
One amorous Smile will exalt him ſo high, 
He can all but Aminda deſpiſe ; 
Then change to a Frown, and he dies. 


n we'll ever be true; 
t to raiſe our Enjoyments by Art, | 
We'll often fall out, and as often renew; 
For to wound, and cure the Smart, 
Is the Pleafure which captives the Heart, 


8 O N 8 451. 
DEAR charmer of my Pleaſure, 


I only wait your leiſure, 
To crown me with the Treaſure 


Now, deareft, kindly uſe me, 

And don't with Frowns refuſe me, 

Left you by Death ſhou'd loſe me, 
For fatal is your Dart. 


| SON G 452. 
DEAR charming Beauty, you're my Pleaſure, 
*Tis you alone that I adore ; 
Grant me your Love, my only Treaſure, 
| And all my Care will now be o'er. 
Ah! do not fly me, my dear Jewel, 
Left you kill your faithful Slave: 
You ne er was known yet to be cruel, 
To deſtroy what you can fave. | 
Had I ne*er ſeen you, charming Phillis, 
Such Torture I ne er ſhou'd have known ; 
But thank my Stars, if that your Will is, 
To ſmile, and ever be my own; 


No greater Bleſſing I'll defire, 


Than your matchleſs Charms, my Fair: 
For you are all that I admire, 
And all I love, and all I fear. 


DEAR Chloe attend 
To th' Advice of a Friend, | 
| T3 Y And 
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And for once be admoniſh'd by me: 


Before you engage 

To wed with old Age, 
Think how Summer and Winter agree, 
Think how Summer and Winter agree. 


So ancrent a Fruit, 
For Want of a Root, 
Is doom'd to a ſpeedy Decay; 
Youth might ripen your Charms, 
But old Age in young Arms, 
Is like froſty Weather in May. 
Believe me, dear Maid, 
When the beſt Cards are play d, 


Lou ſeldom can meet with a Trump 


And, to hold the Jeſt on, 
When the Sucker is gone, 
What the Plague would you do with a pump ? 
Let Men of Threefeore 
Think of Wedlock; no more 
They need not be fond of that Nooſe ; 3 
The Cripple that begs, 
Without any Legs, 
Can have no great Occafion for — 


A Clock out of Repair 
Doth but badly declare 


The Hour of the Day or the Night; 


For unleſs, my dear Love, 
The Pendulum move, 


>T would be firange if the Clock: ſhould go right. 


$ Oo N G 454 


DEAR Chloe, while thus beyond Meafure 
You treat me with Doubts and Diſdain, 
You rob all your Youth of its Pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old Age of Pain: 
Your Maxim, That Love is ſtill founded 
On Charms that will quickly decay, 


You'll find to be very ill grounded, 


W 


> 8 


2 
„ 


He 
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The Paſſion from Beauty firſt drawn 
Your Kindneſs wou d vaſtly improve; 
Your Sighs and your Smiles are the Dawn, 
Fruition's the Sun-ſhine of Love: 
And tho? the bright Beams of your Eyes 
Sbou' d be clouded, that now are ſo gay, 
And Darkneſs poſſeſs all the Skies, 
Yet we ne'er can forget it was Day. 
Old Darby, with Joan by his Side, 
You've often regarded with Wonder : 
He's dropfical, the is ſore-ey dl, 
Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder ; 
Together they totter about, 
Or fit in the Sun at the Door, 
And at Night, when old Darby's Pipe's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoak a Whiff more. 
No m_ nor Wit they poſſeſs, 
Their ſeveral Failings to ſmother ; 
Then, what are the Charms, can you gueſs, 
That make them fo fond of each other? 
*Tis the pleafing Remembrance of Youth, 
The Endearments which Youth did beſtow ; 
The Thoughts of paſt Pleaſure and Truth, 
The beſt of our Bleſſings below, 


Thoſe Traces for ever will laſt, 
Nor Sickneſs nor Time can remove; 
For when Youth and Beauty are paſt, 
And Age brings the Winter of Love: 
A Friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe; 
The Current of Fondneſs till flows, 
Which decrepid old Age cannot freeze, 


S ON G 455: 

DEAR Chloe, how blubber'd is that pretty Face? 
| Thy Cheek all on Fire, and thy Hair all uncurl'd: 
Pr'ythee quit this Caprice; and (as old Falſtaff ſays) 

Let us e en tallx a little like Folks of this World, 

How canſt thou preſume, thou haſt leave to deftroy 

The Beauties, which Venus but lent to thy keeping? 
Cc 3 Thoſe 


——— — — — 2 


| 
| 
| 
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Thoſe Looks were deſign'd to inſpire Love and [oy : 
More ord'nary Eyes may ferve People for weeping, 


*Fo be vert at a Trifle or two that I writ, 


Your Judgment at once, and my Paffion you wrong : 
You take that for Fact, which will ſcarce be found Wit: 

Ods-life ! muſt one {wear to the Truth of a Song? 
What I ſpeak, my fair Chloe, and what I write, ſhews 

The Dif? rence there is betwixt Nature and Art: 
J court others in Verſe; but I love thee in Profe : | 

And they have my Whimfies ; but thou haſt my Heart, 
The God of us Verſe-men (you know Child) the Sun, 

How after his Journey, he ſets up his Reft ; |; 
If at Morning o'er Earth tis his Fancy to run; 4 

At Night he reclines on his Thetis's Breaſt. 
So when I am weary'd with wandring all Day, 

'To thee my Delight in the Evening I come : 
No matter what Beauties I ſaw in my Way: 

They are but my Viſits ; but thou art my Home, 
Then finiſh, dear Chloe, this Paſtoral War; 

And let us like Horace and Lydia agree: 
For thou art a Girl as much brighter than her, 

As he was a Poet ſublimer than me. 

S O N G 456. 
DEAR Colin, prevent my warm Bluſhes, 
Since how can I ſpeak without Pain ? 

My Eyes have oft told my Withes, 

Oh! can't you their Meaning explain ! 
My Paſſion wou'*s loſe by Expreſſion, 

And you too might cruelly blame; 
Then don't you expect a Confeſſion 

Of what is too tender to name. 
Since yours is the Province of Speaking, 

Why ſhou'd you expect it from me ? 


3 


Our Wes ſhou'd be in our Keeping, | 


Till you tell us what they ſhou'd be: 
Then quickly why don't you diſcover ? 
Did your Heart feel ſuch Tortures as M ne, 
1 _ not tell over and over 
, What I in wy Badem confine, | 
| Fn 8 O NG 


( 295 ) 
S ON G 457. 


=> DEAR Dorinda, weep no more, 
No more, my charming Creature, grieve ; 


: My Wandrings I will now give o er, 
Wi: ö And in the peaceful Shades will live, 
F : With thee, my Joy, will live and love, 
ſhews | Conſtant as Nature to its Courſe ; 


As conftant as the Turtle-Dove, 
wel | Whoſe Love Death only can divorce. 
Heart. Thy Sighs no more can Silvia hear, 
un, : Thy pretty Innocence has won 
. Me, all my Paſſion to declare, 
Which can be due to you alone. 
Joy of my Mind, then let us haſte, 
And join our Hands as Hearts are join' d, 
No flying Moments let us wafte, 
In which we greater Joys may find, 


Co 
: SON G 458. 
DEAR Johnny's a Lad fo gay, 
He's all my Heart's Delight ; 
He's all my Charms by Day, 
And all my Dreams by Night. 
No Rival ever here, 
Shall Johnny's Love moleſt: 
It's he alone's my Care, 
| And dwells within my Breaft, 
When firſt that we did meet, 
| Cupid he play'd his Part: 
Young Johnny's Kiſſes ſweet 
Soon ftole into my Heart: 
His blythe and bonny Parts, 
; His witty gilded Tongue 
Wou' d raviſh all the Hearts 
| Of Virgins fair and young, 
Well, Johnny, fince I find 
That to me you are tive, 
For ever I'll be kind, 
And conſtant unto ycu: 
. I The» 


* i OI j 
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Then to the Kirk let's go, | 

Where we'll be fairly wed: 
Our Joys will ever flow, 

In the lawful Marriage-Bed. 

S O N G 459. 
DEAR Madam, when Ladies are willing, 
A Man needs muſt look like a Fool; | 

For me, I would not give a Shilling, 

For one that can love out of Rule : 
At leaſt you ſhou'd wait for our Offers, 

Nor much like old Maids in Deſpair; 


If you've liv'd to theſe Years without Proffers, 


Your Sighs are now loſt in the Air. 


You ſhould leave us to gueſs at your Wiſhing, 
And not ſpeak the Matter too plain; 
*Tis ours to be forward and puſhing, 
And yours to affect a Diſdain: 
That you're in a terrible taking, 
By all your fond Oglings I fee ; 
The Fruit that will fall without ſhaking, 
Indeed, is too mellow for me. 
S O N G 4560. 
D EAR Molly, why ſo oft in Tears, 
Why all theſe Jealoufies and Fears, 
For thy bold Son of Thunder ? 
Have Patience till we've conquer d France, 
Thy Cloſet ſhall be ſtor' d with Nantz ; 
Ve Ladies like ſuch Plunder. 


Before Toulon thy Yoke-mate lies, 

Where all the live-long Night he fighs 
For thee in louſy Cabin : 

And tho' the Captain's Chloe cries, 

*Tis I, dear Bully, prithee riſe 
He will not let the Drab in. 


But ſhe, the cunning*ſt Jade alive, 
Says, *tis the readieſt Way to thrive, 
By ſharing Female Bounties : 
And, if he'll be but kind one Night, 
She vows he ſhall be dubb'd a Knight, 
| When ſhe is made a Counteſs, 


Then 


Then 


* 
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Then tells of ſmooth young Pages whipt, 
Caſhier d, and of their Liv'ries ftript, 
Who late to Peers belonging, 
Are nightly now compell'd to trudge 
With Links, becauſe they would not drudge 
To fave their Ladies Longing. 


But Vol, the Eunuch, cannot be, 


A colder Cavalier chan he, 


In all ſuch Love Adventures: 


Then pray do you, dear Molly, take, 


Some Chriſtian Care, and do not breale 
Your conjugal Indentures. 

Bellair! who does not Bellair know ? 

The Wit, the Beauty, and the Beau, 
Gives out, he loves you dearly : 


And many a Nymph attack'd with Sighs, 


And ſoft Impertinence and Noiſe, 
Full oft” has beat a Parley. 


But, pretty Turtle, when the Blade 

Shall come with am rous Serenade, 
Soon from the Window rate him 

But if Reproof will not prevail, 

And he perchance attempt to ſcale, 
Diſcharge the Jordan at him. 
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| D EAR ens. 


If half a — 
To Love will win ye, 
I hay it here doun; 
We mult be thrifty, 
*Twill ſerve to ſhift ye, 
And I know fifty 
Will do't for a Crown, 

Duns come fo belly 

King's Money gs lowly, 

That by all Things holy, 
Tis "All I _ ay 3 3 

Vet I'm ſo rap 

The Snare — Pa trapt in, 

As I'm a true Captain, 
Give more than my Pay. 


—— 
. 
Good Captain Thunder, | 
Go mind your Plunder ; 
Odſ——0ns, I wonder, 
You dare be ſo bold; 
'Thus to be making, | 
A Treaty ſo ſneaking, | 
Or dream too of taking 
My Fort with ſmall Gold, 
Other Town Miles | 
May gape at ten Pieces, 
But who me , 
Full Twenty ſhall pay; 
To all poor Rogues in Buff, 
Thus, thus I ſtrut and huff, | 
So Captain Kick and Cuff, | T 
March on your Way. | | 
| S O N G 462. 
DEAR pretty Maid, don't fly me to, | By 
But once more turn this Way, | | 
Don't fly me ſo, turn once more, 3 All 
Pretty Maid, turn this Way. | | 
Ia tender Amours we'll pak away Time, ; th 
With innocent Sport and Joy, J 
We'll ſweetly love, and our Days 5 
Happily thus employ. | 
Remember, my Deareſt, 
Beauty will ſoon decay; 
Think, oh my Dear, Time goes on, 
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D EAR Roger, if your Jenny geck, 
And anſwer Kindneſs with a Slight, 
Seem unconcern'd at her Neglect, f 
For Women in a Man delight: | 
But them deſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, 3 Th 
And with a fimple Face give way 
To a Repulſe then be not blate, 
Puſh bauldly on, and win the Day. 


# 
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When Maidens, innocently young, 
Say aften what they never mean; 
Ne' er mind their pretty lying Tongue; 
But tent the Language of their Een: 
If theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſt 
To anſwer all your Love with Hate, 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleft, 

And let her figh when tis too late. 
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Ejected as true Converts die, 
But yet with fervent Thoughts inflam d: 
So Faireſt, at your Feet J lie, 
Of all my Sex's Faults aſham'd. 


Too long, alas! have I defy'd 

The Force of Love's almighty Flame, 
And often did aloud deride 

His Godhead, as an empty Name. 


But fince fo freely I confeſs 
A Crime, which may your Scorn ao; 
Allow me now to make it leſs, 
By any juſt and fair Excuſe. 
T then did vulgar Joys purſue, 
Variety was all my Bliſs; 
But ignorant of Love and you, 
How could I chuſe but do amiſs ? 
If ever now my wand” ring Eyes 
Search out Temptaticns as before; 
If once I look, but to deſpiſe | 
| Their Charms, and value yours the mare : 
May fad Remorſe, and guilty Shame, 
7 Revenge your Wrongs on faithleſs me 3 
And, what I tremble ev'n to name, 
May I loſe All, in lofing Thee. 


. S ON G 465. 

Thyrſis. TYElia, how long muſt I deſpair, 

| D And tax you with Diſdain; 
Still to my tender Love ſevere, 


Untouched when I-complain ? 


it 
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Delia. When Men of equal Merit love us, 
And do with equal Ardor fue ; 


Thyrſis, you know but one muſt move us, 


Can 1 be yours and Strephon's too? 


My Eyes view both with mighty Pleaſure, 


Impartial to your high Deſert ; 
To both alike Eſteem I meaſure, 
To one alone can give my Heart. 
Tbyr. My ſterious Guide of Inclination, 
| Tell me, Tyrant, why am[l, 
With equal Merit, equal Paſſion, 
Thus the Victim choſe to die? 
Why am | 
| The Victim choſe to die? 
Del. On Fate alone depends Succeſs, 
And Fancy Reaſon over-rules 
Or why ſhould Virtue ever miſs 
Reward, ſo often given to Fools? 


Tis not the Valiant nor the Witty, 


i Lappe does predeſtinate our Pity, 
| 4 e chuſe but whom he firſt decrees, 


"FJ Ela, if thou wilt not woe me, 
Prithee ſpare one fingle Kiſs, 
In good Faith, *tis a Wrong you do me, 
To deny fo ſmall a.Blifs. 
Prithee knit no more thy Brows, 
Prithee knit no more thy Brows, 
Frowns diſgrace a charming Face, 
And but make us Paſtime loſe. 
Put on a little dimpling Smile, 
Pleafing Looks the Heart beguile. 


D Elia, when I e' er review 

Dreams delightful more than true ; 
When my Fancy me beguil'd, 
Then the lovely Delia ſmil'd, 
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On my Breaſt did willing lie, 
Glances melting in her Eye; 
Warm' d with gentle Fires within, 
Love upon her Cheeks did ſhine ; 
Glowing, bluſhing like the Morn, 
Now they fade, and now return; 
How delighted then am I, 

Let me love thus, and thus die, 

Oh ! if Love cou'd more allow, 
Thus I'd wiſh thee willing now 
Thus to languiſh on my Breaft, 

Of immortal Love poſſeſt. 
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Del take the Wars that hurried Billy from me, 
Who to love me juſt had ſworn ; 
They made him Captain ſure to undo me, 
Wo's me! he'll ne*er return. 
A thouſand Loons abroad will fight him, 
He from thouſands ne'er will run : 
Day and Night I did invite him, 
To ſtay at home from Sword and Gun. 
I us'd alluring Graces, 
With muckle kind Embraces, 


No ſighing, then crying, Tears dropping fall 5 


And had he my ſoft Arms 
Preferr'd to War's Alarms, 
By Love grown mad, without the Man of God, 
I fear in my Fit I had granted all. 
{ wafh'd and patch'd, to make me look provoking ; 
Snares that they told me au d catch the Men, 
And on my Head a huge Commode ſat poking, 
Which made me ſhew as tall again; 
For a new Gown too I paid muckle Money, 
Which with golden Flow'rs did ſhine ; 
My Love well might think me gay and bonny, 
No Scotch Laſs was e er ſo fine. 
My Petticoat I ſpotted, | 
Fringe too with Thread I knotted, 
D d Lace- 


Which fill my Soul with dire Surmize, 


| You'd find they can't ſuch Liquor boaſt, 


Or cou'd you drain the Sea, by Art, 8 


(ve / 
Eace- PW and Silk-Hoſe, Garter full over Knee; 
But oh! tne fatal Thought, 
To Billy theſe are nought ; 
Who rode to Towns, and rifled with Dragoons, 
When he, filly Leon, might have plunder'd me. 
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DEEP melancholic Thoughts ariſe, 
And gloomy Cares around me fly, 


And dreadful Pains, and Woes ſupply. 
Were you to ſearch o'er India's Coaſt, 
And all their plenteous Vines furvey, 


As can my piercing Grief allay : 


Not all its wat'ry Stores can cool 
Thoſe Flames that rage within my Heart, 
And burn and waſte my inmoſt Soul. 
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TD Efpairing as L fat alone, | 
In a ſhady myrtle Grove, 

When to each gentle Sigh and Moan, 
Some neighb'ring Echo gave a Groan, 
Came by the Man I love. 

Oh! how I ſtrove my Grief to hide; 
J panted, bluſh'd, and almoſt dy d, 
And did the tatling Echo chide; 

For fear ſome Breath, or moving Air, 
Shou'd to his Ears my Sorrow bear. 


And oh! ye Pow'rs! I die to gain 
But one poor parting Kiſs; 
And yet I lie on Racks of Pain, 
That e' er I ſhou'd a Wiſh retain, 
Which Honour thinks amiſs. 
Thus are poor Maids unkindly us'd, | 
By Love and Nature both abus'd ; 
Our tender Hearts all is refus'd ; 
And when we burn with ſecret Flame, 
Muft bear our Grief, or die oich Shame. 
SONG 
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D Efpairing beſide a clear Stream 
A Shepherd forſaken was laid, 
And whilſt a falſe Nymph was his Theme, 
A Willow ſupported his Head : 
The Wind that blew over the Plain 
To his Sighs with a Sigh did reply, 
And the Brook, in return to his Pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by, 


Alas! filly Swain that I was, 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 
When firſt I beheld that fair Face, 
*T were better by far I had dy'd: 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear Tongue, 
When the ſmil'd, twas a Pleaſure too great z 
J liſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, | 
Was Nightingale ever ſo (ſweet! 
How fooliſh was I to beheve, 
She could doat on fo lowly a Clown! 
Or that her fond Heart would not grieve 
To forſake the fine Folks of the Town : 
To think that a Beauty fo gay, 
So kind and fo conftant would prove, 
To go clad like our Maidens in grey, 
And live in a Cottage on Love, 
What tho? I have Skill to complain, 
Tho' the Muſes my Temples have crown'd ? 
What tho? when they hear my foft Strain, 
The Virgins fit weeping around ? 
Ah Collin! thy Hopes are in vain, 
Thy Pipe and thy Lawrel reſign ; 
Thy Fair one inclines to a Swain, 
Whoſe Muſic is ſweeter than thine, 


And you my Companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray d, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe Maid : 
If thro' the wide World I ſhould range, 
"Tis in vain from my Fortune to fly; 
*T was hers to be falſe, and to change, | 
"Tis mine to be conſtant, and die, Dd 2 


While Collin, forgotten 
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If while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 
In her Breaſt any Pity is found, 


Let her come with the Nymphs of the Plain, 


And ſee me laid low in the Ground: 
The laſt humble Boon that I crave, 

Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Yew, 
And when ſhe looks down on my Grave, 


Let her own that her Shepherd was true. 


Then to her new Love let her go, 
And deck her in golden Array, 
Be fineſt at ev*ry fine Show, 
And frolick it all the wy Day : 
gone, 
No more ſhall be heard of, or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale Moon 
His Ghoſt ſhall glide over the Green. 
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ever wain a N adore, 

D As I ungrateful — do? 

Was ever Shepherd's Heart fo ſore, 

Or ever broken Heart fo true? | 
My Cheeks are ſwell'd with Tears, but ſhe 
Has never wet a Cheek for me. 

If Nanny call'd, did e'er I lay ? 

Or linger, when ſhe bid me run? 
She only had the Ward to fay, 

And all ſhe with'd was quickly done: 
IT always think of her, but ſhe 
Does ne'er beſtow a Thought on me. 
To let her Cows my Clover tafte, 

Have I not roſe by Break of Day? 
Did ever Nanny's Heifers faft, 

If Robin in his Barn had Hay ? 
Tho? to my Fields they welcome were, 
I ne'er was welcome yet to her. 

If ever Nanny loſt a Sheep, 

Then chearfully I gave her two; 
And I her Lambs did ſafely keep 

Within my Folds in Froft and Snow. 


Have they not there from Cold been free ? 


But Nanny fill is cold to me, 


When 
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When Nanny to the Well did come, 
Twas I that did her Pitchers fill; 

Full as they were I brought them bome; 
Her Corn I carry'd to the Mill: 

My Back did bear the Sack, but ſhe 

Will never bear the Sight of me. 

To Nanny*s Poultry Oats I gave, 
I'm ſure they always had the beſt : 

Within this Week her Pigeons have 
Eat up a Peck of Peaſe, at leaft ; 

Her little Pigeons kifs, but ſhe 

Will never take a Kiſs from me. 


Muſt Robin always Nanny woo, 

And Nanny ftill on Robin frown ? 
Alas ! poor Wretch ! what ſhall I do, 
If Nanny does not love me ſoon ? 

If no Relief to me ſhe'll bring, 


I'll hang me in her Apron- ſtring. 


D ID our ſighing Lovers know, 
What a Pain we undergo, 
Sweeter wou' d their Wooing prove, 

Shorter were the Way to Love. 

Unkind Commands when they obey, 
We ſuffer more, much more, than they 2 
And to rebel were kinder ſtill, 

Than to obey againſt our Will. 
S0 N G 474. 
He. D ID you not once, Lucinda, vow 
You would love none but me ? 


She. Ay, but my Mother tells me now, 


I muſt love Wealth, not thee, 
He. Cruel, thy Love lies in thy Pow'r, 
Tho Fate to me's unkind. 
She. Conſider but how fmall thy Dow'r 
Is, in teſpect of mine. 
He. Is it becauſe my Sheep are poor, 
Or that my Flocks are few ? 
he. No, but I cannot love at all 
So mean a Thing as you, | 
D d 3 | He. 
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He. Ah me! ah me! mock you my Grief? 
She, I pity thy hard Fate. 
He. Pity for Lave's but poor Relief, 
I'll rather chuſe your Hate. 
She. Content thy ſelf, Shepherd, awhile, 
I'll love thee by this Kiſs; 
Thou ſhalt have no more Cauſe to mourn, 
| Than thou canſt take in this. | 
He. Bear record then, ye Pow'rs above, 
| And all thoſe holy Bands ; 
For it appears, the trueſt Love 
Springs not from Wealth nor Lands. 
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She. D ID you not promiſe me when you lay by me, 
That you would marry me; can you deny me? 


He, If I did promiſe thee, twas but to try thee, 


Call up your Witneſſes, elſe I defy thee. 


She. Ah! who would truſt you Men, that ſwear and 
Born only to deceive z how can you do ſo ? [vow ſo, 
He, If we can ſwear and lie, you can difſemble, 
And then to hear the Lie, would makeone tremble, 
She. Had I not lov'd, you had found a Denial, 
My tender Heart, alas! was but too real ; 
He. Real I know you were, I've often try'd ye, 
Real to forty more Lovers beſides me. 
She. If thouſands lov'd me, where's my Tranſgreſſion, 
You were the only He, e' er got Poſſeſſion? 
He. Ln” ak talk prettily, ere thou could'ſt go, 
I 
But I'm too old and wiſe to be ſham'd ſo, Child. 
She. Tho? y' ace ſo cruel you'll never believe me, 
Yet do but take the Child, all I forgive thee. 
He. Send your Kid home to me, I will take Care on't, 
If't has the Mother's Gifts, twill prove a rare one, 
S © N G 476. 
D Togenes ſurly and proud, 
Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon Youth, 
Delighted in Wine that was good, 
Becauſe in good Wine there is Truth: 
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But growing as poor 2s was Job, 

And unable to purchaſe a Flaſk, 
He choſe for his Manſion a Tub, 

And liv'd by Scent of the Caſk, ; 
Heraclitus ne er wou'd deny 

To tipple and cheriſh his Heart, 
And when he was maudling, wou'd cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his Quart: 
Tho“ ſome are fo fooliſh to think, 

He wept at Men's Follies and Vice, 
When *twas only his Cuſtom to drink 

Till the Liquor flow'd out of his Eyes. 
Demoeritus always was glad 

Of a Bumper to chear up his Soul, 
And would laugh like a Man that was mad, 

When over a full flowing Bowl : 
As long as his Cellar was ſtor'd, 

The Liquor he'd merrily quaff, 
And when he was drunk as a Lord, 

At thoſe that were ſober he'd laugh. 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
Believ'd there was Wiſdom in Wine, 
And thought that a Cup of the beſt 
Made Reaſon the brighter to ſhine ; 
With Wine he repleniſh'd his Veins, 
And made his Philoſophy reel, 
Then fancy'd the World, like his Brains, 
Turn'd round like a Chariot Wheel. 


Ariftotle, that Maſter of Arts, 
Had been but a Dunce without Wine; 
And what we aſcribe to his Parts, 
Is due to the Juice of the Vine : 
His Belly, ſome Authors agree, 
Was big as a watering Trough ; 
He therefore leapt into the Sea, g 
Becauſe he d have Liquor enough. 
Old Plato, that learn'd Divine, 
He fondly to Wiſdom was prone; 
Zut had it not been for good Wine, 
His Merits we ne'er ſhculd have known : 


By 
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By Wine we are generous made, 
It furniſhes Fancy with Wings, 


Without it we ne'er ſhou'd have had 


Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 


D Iſtracted with Care 
For Phillis the Fair; 

Since nothing cou d move her, 
Poor Damon her Lover, 
Reſolves in Deſpair | 
No longer to languiſh, 
Nor bear ſo much Anguith ; 
But, mad with his Love, 
To a Precipice goes; 
Where a Leap from above 
Wou' d ſoon finiſh his Woes, 

When in Rage he came there, 
Beholding how ſteep 
The Sides did appear, 
And the Bottom how deep; 
His Torments projecting, 
And fadly reflecting, 
That a Lover forſaken 
A new Love may get ; 
But a Neck when once broken, 
Can never be ſet : 

And, that he cou'd die 
Whenever he wou'd ; 
But, that he con'd live 
But as long as he cou'd: 
How grievcus ſoever 
The Torment might grow, 
He ſcorn'd to endeavour 
To finiſh it ſo. 
But Bald, Unconcern'd 
At Thoughts of the Pain, 
He calmy return'd 
To his Cottage again, 


— 
— 
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S ON G 47. 
D Ivine Aſtrea hither flew, 
| To Cynthia's brighter Throne; 
She left the Iron World below, 
To bleſs the Silver Moon: 
She left the Iron World below, 
To bleſs the Silver Moon, 
Thö' Phabus, with his hotter Beams, 
Does Gold in Earth create ; | 
That leads thoſe Wretches to Extreams 
Of Av'rice, Luft, and Hate. 
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D Tvine Ceciha, now grown old, | 

©” Moſt yield to one of freſher Mould ; ; 
Her Strains brought Angels down to hear, 
And liſten with a raviſh'd Ear: 


But here ſuch Harmony of Shape, 
Might tempt them to another Rape; 

And make them leave their Heav'n behind, 
To wed the Daughters of Mankind. | 


There needs no Angel from the Skies ; 
A real Goddeſs charms our Eyes : 
As Venus to Eneas prov'd, 
So look d, ſo talk'd, fo ſmil's, ſo mov'd. 


When Purcel's melting Notes ſhe ſings, 
| Applauding Cupids clap their Wings, 
Miſtake her for their Cyprian Dame, 

Her Infant too for one of them. 


She graceful leads the dancing Choir, 
As ſmooth as Air, as quick as Fire ; 
Now rifing like the bouncing Roe, 

Now ſinks as Flakes of feather*d Snow. 
In ſacred Story may be read, 
How Dancing coſt St. John his Head; ; 

We here expoſe a nobler Part, 


For ſure no Head is worth a Heart. 
SONG 
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| DO but view my charming Philly, 


What with her wou'd you compare? 
Fairer than the Poet's Lily, 
Sweeter than the Morning Air. 


Happy he who can be near thee, 
And fighs from his Soul for thee ; 

And thrice happy if he hears thee, 
And more, if he hears like me. 


And if a kinder Look be given, 

If ſhe": tender as ſhe's fair, 

Can the Gods, with all their Heaven, 
In their Bliſs with him compare ? 

When I ſee the lovely Charmer, 
I do feel a ſubtle Flame, 

Which from Vein to Vein flies warmer, 
And does kindle all my Frame. 

And, as the fierce Tranſport ſeizes 
On my Heart, and all my Mind, 

My Tongue is dumb, and my Speech is 
Quite loft, and no Voice I find, 

I burn, I freeze, I am expiring; 
Pleaſure in my Soul is ſpread ; 

I figh, I tremble, much 
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Do not aſe me, charming Phillis, 


Why I lead you here alone 

By this Bank of Pinks and Lilies, 

And Roſes newly blown. 
*Tis not to behold the 

Of thoſe Flow'rs that crown the Spring ;z 
Tis, to- but I know my Duty, 

And I dare not name the Thing, 
*Tis, at worſt, but her 

Why ſhould I thus fearful be > 
Ev'ry Moment gently flying, 

Smiles, and fays, Make uſe of me. 
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What the Sun does to theſe Roſes, 
While the Beams play gently in, 
1 would--------but my Fear oppoſes, 
And I dare not name the Thing, 
Yet I die if I conceal it, 
Aſk my Eyes, and aſk your own 
And if neither can reveal it, 
Think what Lovers think alone. 
On this Bank of Pinks and Lilies, 
Might I ſpeak what I would do; 
I would, with my lovely Phillis, 
I wouid, I would,---ab! would not you? 
Don't you teize me, let me go, 
Let me go, let me go; 
O! pray now, Dear now, let me go; 
So cloſe you preſs, ſo warm you glow, 
What tis you mean I do not know, | 
But fear you are reſolv'd to——lect me go, let me go, 
Reſolv'd to force a Maid to marry, 
Sweet, if you love me, let me go, 
Let me go, let me go, 
Sweet, if you love me, let me go: 
If longer thus you ogling ſtand, _ 
Hang on my Waiſt, and ſqueeze my Hand, 
J fear I ſhall conſent to let me go, let me go, 
I fear I ſhall conſent to marry, | 
SO N G 483. 
TD Omeftic Bird, whom wint'ry Blaſts 
To leck for human Aid compel, 
To me for Warmth and Shelter fly, 
Welcome beneath my Roof to dwell, 
Supplies thy Hunger to relieve | 
I'll daily at my Window lay, 
Aſſur'd that daily thoſe Supplies, 
With grateful Song thou wilt repay, 


Soon as the new returning Spring | 
Shall call thee forth to Woods and Groves 
Freely reviſit then the Scene 


Which Notes ſo ſweet as thing approyes, 
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But if another Winter's Froſt 
Shall bring me back my Gueſt again, 
Again with Mufic come prepar'd, 
Thy friendly Hoſt to entertain. 


The facred Pow'r of Harmony, 


In this its beſt Effects appears; 
That Friendſhip in its ſtricteſt Bond 

It both engages and endears. 
In Muſic's raviſhing Delight, 

You feather d Flocks with Men agree 3 
Of all the animated World 

The only Harmoniſts are we. 
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D Orinda has fuch pow'rful Arts, | 


Such an attractive Air, 
None can reſiſt her conqu' ring Darts, 
But gladly yield their captive Hearts 
To fo divine a Fair. | 
Thus the myſterious Loadſtone s Pow'r 
Each wand ring Atom draws 3; 
From Pole to Pole they take their Courſe, 
Confin'd by an intrinſic Force, 
And circle in its Laws. | 
Magnetic Pow'rs her Charms attend ; 
But then here lies the Riddle : 
The Loadſtone does its Force extend, 
And ſtrongeſt draws at either End, 
Dorinda in the middle. 


S © N G 4%. 
Orinda's ſparkling Wit and Eyes, 
Uniting, caſt too fierce a Light, 
Which blazes high, but quickly dies, 


Pains not the Heart, but hurts the Sight: 


Love is a calmer gentle Joy, 


Smooth are his Looks, and ſoft his Pace; 


Her Cupid is a Black-guard-boy. 
That runs his link full in your Face, 


Unleſ 


Over Hi 
Ever 
J have be 


Ipray thee 
For fear 
He play'd i 

As he ha 

gave tl 

It pleas'd 
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| S O N G 486. 
DowNin the North Country, 
As ancient Reports do tell, 
There lies a famous Country Town, 
Some call it Merry Wakefield ; 
And in this Country Town 
A Farmer there did dwell, 
Whoſe Daughter would to Market go, 
Her Treaſure for to ſell. * 


As ſhe was travelling along, 
Over Hills and Mountains high, 

It was her Chance to loſe her Way, 
Where a Shepherd ſhe did eſpy. 

O Shepherd! O Shepherd! quoth ſhe, 
Many Days to you God ſend, 

I am a Maid, and ſhall be undone, 
Unleſs you ſtand my Friend. 


Over Hills and Mountains high, 
Ever fince the Break of Day, 
1 have been travelling many a Mile, 
And I cannot find my Way. 
Come, fit thee down by me, 
The Shepherd reply'd with a Snule, 
And I'll ſhow thee a nearer Way 
Than this, by a full long Mile, 
The Shepherd ſat him down, 
The fair Maid ſhe drew nigh, 
He pull'd out his Bagpipes wond”rous ſweet, 
And play'd meledioufly, ; 
He play'd her ſuch a Tune, 
That he made this fair Maid fing, 
O the Mufic of thy Bagpipes ſweet, 
Makes all my Nerves to ring. 
O Shepherd ! O Shepherd! quoth ſhe, 
If the Time would but permit it, 
pray thee now play it me over again,* - 
For fear I ſhould forget it. 
He play'd it over again, 
As he had done before, 
And gave this fair Maid much Delight, 
It pleas'd her more and more. e 


My 


— 


* 

— — — : 

1 II” nt ů 2 — — 5 * 
* i Z = ts Wd he =S- * [IE 


1314 
My deareft Swain, quoth ſhe, 
A thouſands times adieu : 
And if ever I chance to loſe my Way, 
To find it, I'll come to you. 
SON G 487. 
DR AW, Cupid, draw, 
And make fair Sylvia know 
The mighty Pain 
Her ſuff ring Swain 
Does for her undergo. 
Convey his Dart 
| Into her Heart: 
And when ſhe's ſet on Fire 
Do thou return 
And let der burn 


Like me in chaſte Deſire. . 


That, by Experience the 
May learn to pity me, 
Whene er her Eyes 


Do tyrannize . 


O' er my Captivity: 
But when in Love 
: We jorntly move, 
And tenderly embrace, 
Like Angels ſhine 
And ſweetly join 
To one another's Face. 


| S O N G 488. 
DRUNK I was laſt Night, that's poz, 
My Wife began to ſcold ; 
Say what I cou'd for my Heart's Blood, 
Her Clack ſhe would not hold, 
Thus her Chat ſhe did begin, 
Is this your Time of coming in ? 
The Clock ſtrikes One, you'll be undone, 
If thus you lead your Life. 
My Dear, ſaid I, I can't deny, 
But what you ſay is true; 
I do intend my Life to mend, 
\ Pray lend's the Pot to ſyew, 


Cie 
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Fye, you Sot, I ne' er can bear 
To riſe thus ev ry Night; 
Tho? like a Beaſt you never care 
What Conſequence comes by*t ; 
The Child and I may ſtarve for you; 
We neither can have half our Due ; 
With Grief I find, you're ſo unkind, 
In Time you'll break my Heart : 
At that I ſmil'd, and faid, Dear Child, 
I believe you're in the wrong; 
But if t ſhould be your Deſtiny, 
I'l1 fing a merry Song. 
Ulcibella, whene'er I ſue for a Kiſs, 
Refuſing the Bliſs, cries, no, no, no, no, 
Leave me, Alexis, ah ! what would you do? 
When I tell her I'll go, ſtill the cries no, no, uo; 
No, no, my Alexis, ah! tell me not ſo. 
| Tell me, Fair one, tell me why, 
Why ſo coming, why ſo ſhy : | 
Why fo kind, and why ſo coy : 5 
Tell me, Fair one, tell me why 
You'l{ neither let me fight nor fly. 
Tell me, Fair one, tell me why 
You'll neither let me live nor die. 
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D Vley, no more miſpend your Prime, 
But wiſely uſe the preſeat Time, 
Nor truſt a future Day | 
In vain you think that lovely Face, 
Adorn'd with every blooming Grace, 
Will not in Time decay. 
Obſerve the Lilies in the Field, 
That pleaſant Scents and Proſpects yield, 
How ſhort their Beauty lafts ; | 
How ſoon their blooming Whiteneſs fades, 
How ſoon they mourn with drooping Heads, 
In Winter's chilly Blaſts. ' 
gien Then to ſome Youth thy Charms reſign, 
Oh! may the happy _— mine) 
| | E 2 
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And kindly crown his Joys; 
If in your Bloom you yield to Love, 
The Swain will ever conſtant prove, 
When Age that Bloom deſtroys. 


S O N G 49g! 
DD U LL Bufineſs, hence, avoid this ſacred Round : 
To Mirth and mighty Love let ev ry Bowl be crown d; 
The ſparkling Nectar ſee, it fans the Lover's Fire, 
And emulates thoſe Smiles its ſprightly Draughts inſpire. 
The gen'rous Juice who ſcorns, and wears a ſullen Brow, 
Still let his Miſtreſs frown, and he no Pleaſure know, 


To Chloe's Name let's conſecrate the Glaſs ; 
Chloe ſhall make each Round with livelier Tranſport paſs : 
What tho' the Brain ſhould rock, and ſwimming Eye 
ſhould roll; 
Love, mighty Love, does more ; intoxicates the Soul : 
Then, like true Sons of Joy, let's laugh at the Preciſe: 
When Wiſdom grows auſteze, tis Folly to be wiſe. 
This tis to live; thus Time is nobly loſt : 
To drink, and love, is all dull Man from Life can boaſt. 
Thou Fiend Reflection, hence! Mirth hall not be allay d, 
Tho' leſs'ning Tapers waſte, and the pale Stars ſhould 
No matter when the Moon, orbrighter Phœbus rife ;{ fade: 
The Morn's in Chloe's Cheek, and Phabus in her Eyes. 
> 0 0: an 
D Umbarton's Drums beat bonny---O, 
When they mind me of my dear Johany---O ; 
How happy am I, 
| When my Soldier 1s by, 
While he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie- -O 
*Tis a Soldier alone can delight me---O, 
For his graceful Looks do invite me- -O; 
While guarded in his Arms, 


I'll ſear no War's Alarms, 
Neither Danger nor Death ſhall fright me---O. 


My Love is a handſome Laddie- --O, 

Genteel, but ne'er foppiſh nor gaudy---O ; 
Tho' Commiſſions they are dear, 
Yet I'll buy him one this Year, 

For he ſhall ſerve no longer a Cadie- -O. 


A Soldi 
Unacqu 


For ever 


Then F 
Farewel 


p 


| 
And wh 


Dumbart 
They ar 
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A Soldier has Honour and Bravery---O, 


Unacquainted with Rogues and their Knavery---O : 


He minds no other Thing 
But the Ladies or the King; 
For every other Care is but Slavery---O. 


Then I'll be the Captain's Lady---O, 


Farewell all my Friends and my Daddy---O 3 ; 


Fll wait no more at home, 
But I'll follow with the Drum, 


And whene'er that beats, I'll be ready-- -O. 


Dumbarton's Drums ſound bonny---O, 


They are ſprightly like my dear 3 3 


How happy ſhall I be, 
When on my Soldier's Knee, 
And he kiiles and bleſſes his Anaie---O [ 


S O N G 493. 
Do and Part of Reaſon, 
Plead ſtrong on the Parents Side, 
Which Love ſuperior calls Treaſon : 
The ſtrongeſt muſt be obey d; 
For now tho* I'm one of the Gentry, 
My Conftancy Falſhood repells ;. 
For Change in my Heart is no Entry, 
Still there my dear Peggy excels. 
S O N G 494. 
EACH Glance from Margaretta's Eyes 
Can Life or Death diſpenſe, 
Whene'*er ſhe frowns her Lover dies, 
Her Smiles recal departing Senſe. 


I barely to behold can move 

To ſuch a vaſt Degree, 
0 et my Raptures ſtill improve, 

To wike as well as ſee. 

S O N 8 495. 
E CC HO her raviſh'd Ear inclines 
To thy tranſporting Song ; 
for thee, and for thy charming Lines, 
She wiſhes to be young: 

Nirciſus ſhou'd not be her Choice, 
de' leave his Beauty for thy Voice. 
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Of all the Muſes ſhe has known, 
She votes to them the Bayes, 
Whoſe Pipe is ſweeter than her own, 
When ſhe the Sighs conveys 
Of ev'n tuneful Waller's Heart, 
And thrills em out with all her Art: 
Inrag'd, ſhe fnatches from my Tongue 
The half-repeated ſound, 


And greedily does it prolong 


To all the Valleys round ; 
Grown fonder now of Tunſtall's name, 
Than any other Son of Fame. 
Ah ! if a Shadow jealous grows, 

And envies me thy Praiſe, 


What Feuds amongſt my fairer Foes 


Will humble Clio raiſe? 
They'll wonder where this Clio ſhines, 
Made ſo immortal by thy Lines. | 
Surpris'd to find the Sun-burnt Maid, 

Thy Praiſes renders vain, 
Stretch'd underneath a lonely Shade, 

So unpolite and plain; 
They'll ſee thy fine Ideas riſe 
From thy own Wit, not Clio's Eyes. 
What ſprightly Fancy does appear 

In every beauteous Thought, 
The Lover and the Poet here 

So gracefully are brought; 
How dull is ſhe that does not chuſe 
A Lover, with ſo foft a Muſe. 

*Tis by ſatyrick Poets told, 

The mercenary Heart, 


Ualeſs they dip the Point in Gold, 


Repels the baffled Dart; 
But he, who will ſucceed with mine, 


Muſt woo with Verſe, inſtead of Coin. 


us charm' d his flying Fair, 


Her Soul hM ſoften'd at his Prayer, 
1 like Clio's Heart; 
2 


Were 


Were 
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Were I transform'd into a Tree, | 
My lift ning Boughs wou'd dance to thee, 
If Ovid thus had tun'd his Lyre, | 
His Czfar had been kind ; 
Thine will a gentler Fate inſpire, 
If Cæſar's of my Mind. 
If Ovid cou'd have ſung like thee, 
A Song had bought his Liberty. 
Repos'd upon the Muſes Breaft 
The happy Tunſtall lies: 
Thus Philomela builds her Neſt 
Remote from vulgar Eyes, 
Till ſhe reveals, by, her ſweet Voice, 
The fav*rite Bough ſhe makes her choice. 
Beyond the reach of Power, or Chance, 
Thy Numbers will ſurvive ; 
Thy Chains, thence, Merit will advance, 
And keep thy Fame alive: 
At worſt, but half of thee can fall; 
Thy Verſe can never die at all. 
Ah, Tunſtall ! if the Heavenly Choir 
Does thy Aſſiſtance want, 
To raiſe th* angelick Chorus higher, 
And thou art made a Saint, 
Thy Wit a Legacy beſtow, 
That I may fing thy Name below, 
Thy noble Gift ſhall be repay d, 
With Intereſt at thy Tomb; 
My flowing Tears and Verſe I'll ſhed, 
To keep thy Bayes in Bloom; 
Thy Muſe a Loadfione then may be, 


And raiſe my flagging Soul to thee. 


O N G 496. 
E R the Uſe of Words I knew, 

By my Eyes to ſpeak I ſtrove; 
Fondly ever fix'd on you, 

They ſo early ſaid, I love. 
I from Nurſe and Mother fled ; 

And to dear Vinella ran ; 
One Houſe held us, and one Bed; 


2 Pugh, you cry, you're NOW A Man, 
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Is to be a Man, a Crime? 
Vou' d be of another Mind, 
If you weigh' d the worth of Time, 
And how long you've to be kind. 


Once you wiſh'd the Years wou d fly, 
And bring on the Teens apace : 
I too with'd, but knew not why, 
Till I learnt it in your Face. 
That you lov'd me you confeſs'd, 
When we us'd to kiſs and toy: 
If you will not grant the reſt, 
Oh that I were ſtill a Boy ! | 
S O N G 497. 
E Nchanted by your Voice and Face, 
In pleaſing Dreams I fainting lie: 
I bleed, fair Nymph, I bleed apace, 
And oh J languiſh ! oh! 1 die! 
Sing, fair Nymph, and let your Eyes 
Upon your proſtrate Slave be ſhed ? 
An Angel's Face, an Angel's Voice, 
Whene'er they pleaſe can raiſe the Dead. 
S O N G 498. 
E Nough, enough, my Soul, of worldly Noiſe, 
Of airy Pomps, and fleeting Joys; 
What does this buſy World provide at beſt, 
But brittle Goods that break like Glaſs ; 
But poiſon'd Sweets, a troubl'd Feaſt, 
And Pleaſures like the Winds, that in a Moment pas? 
Thy Thoughts to nobler Meditations give, 
And ſtudy how to die, not how to live. 
How frail is Beauty Ah ! how vain, 
And how ſhort-liv*d thoſe Glories are, 
That vex our Nights and Days with Pain, 
And break our Hearts with Care ! 
In Duſt we no Diſtinction ſee, 
Such Helen is, ſuch, Mira, thou muſt be. 


How ſhort is Life! Why will vain Courtiers toil, 

And croud a vainer Monarch, for a Smile ? 

What is that Monarch, but a mortal Man, 

His Crown a Pageant, and his Life a Span? with 
Vi 
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With all his Guards and his Dominions, he 
Muſt ficken too, and die as well as we. 


Thoſe boaſted Names of Conquerors and Kings 

Are ſwallow'd, and become forgotten Things: 

One deftin'd Period Men in common have, 

The Great, the Baſe, the Coward, and the Brave, 
All Food alike for Worms, Companions i in the Grave. 
The Prince and Parafite together lie, 

No Fortune can exalt, but Death will climb as high. 


S O N G 499. 
7 Very Man take a Glaſs in his Hand, 
And drink a good Health to our King; 5 
Many Years may he rule o'er this Land ; 
May his Laurels for ever freſh ſpring : 
Let Wrangling and Jangling ſtraightway ceaſe, 
Let ev'ry Man ftrive for his Country? ; Peace; 
Neither Tory, nor Whig, 
With their Parties look big: 
Here's a Health to all honeſt Men, 


*Tis not owning a whimſical Name, 
That proves a Man loyal and juſt ; 
Let him fight for his Country's Fame, 
Be impartial at home, if in truſt ; 
Tis this that proves him an honeft Soul, 
His Health we'll drink in a þrimful Bowl: 
Then let's leave off Debate, 
No Confuſion create; 
Here's a Health to all honeſt Men. 


When a Company's honeſtly met, 
With Intent to be merry and gay, 
Their drooping Spirits to whet, 
And drown the Fatigues of the Day; 
What Madneſs is it thus to diſpute, 
When neither Side can his Man confute? 
When you've ſaid what you dare, 
- You're but juſt where you were. 


Here's a Health to all honeſt Men. 


Then agree, ye true Britons, agree, 
And ne'er quarrel about a Nick- name; 
Let your Enemies trembling ſee, 


That an Engliſhman's always the ſame ; 
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For our King, our Church, our Law, and Right, 


Let's lay by all Feuds, and ftraight unite, 
Then who need care a Fig, 
Who's Tory or Whig: 

Here's a Health to all honeſt Men, 


EUropa fair, | 
Love's chiefeſt Care, 
Gaily ſmiling, hither turn your Eyes 
I 0o0o court your Love; 

| See mighty Jove, 
Thus deſcending from the lofty Skies. 

Shew no Diſdain, 

To give me Pain, 

But yield to Joy 

That ne'er will cloy, 
And wiſely of my fond Paſſion approve, 
And cool the ſcorching Thunder-bolt of Love, 

Thus, earthly Fair, 

When Mortals dare 

Provoke my Rage, 

You may aſſuage: 
When in your Arms I'm cloſely curl'd, 


Kiſſing, preſſing, you will fave the World, 


E Xcuſe me, Celia, if I dare 
Your Conduct diſapprove, 
The Gods have made you wond' rous fair, 
Not to diſdain, but love. 
Thoſe nice, pernicious Forms deſpiſe, 
That cheat you of your Bliſs, 
Let Love inſtruct you to be wile, 
While Youth and Beauty is. 
Whene'er thoſe Charms ſhall once decay, 
And Lovers diſappear, 
Deſpair and Envy will repay 
Your being now ſevere, 


SONG 
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F AIN vou d you eaſe my troubled Heart, 
And by Examples prove, 

That Men unhurt may feel the Dart, 

And bear the Pain of Love. 


Why ſhould not I then undergo 
The gen'ral Doom of all ? 

Tis granted, moft ſurvive the Blow, 
Yet many by it fall. 

Your Counſels may my Thanks engage, 
But not my Love controul ; 

Alas! ſuch Juleps ne er aſſwage 
This Fever of the Soul. 

Such to the burning Patient give, 
When Fate approaches nigh, 

Tell him that Thouſands thro? it live, 
While he muſt by it die. 


FAIR Amoret is gone aſtray, 
Purſue, and ſeek her, ev'ry Lover; 
I' tell the Signs by which you may 
The wandring Shepherdeſs diſcover. 


Coquet and coy at once her Air, 

Both ſtudy d, tho' both ſeem neglected ; 
Careleſs ſhe is with artful Care, 

Affecting to ſeem unaffected. 


With Skill her Eyes dart ev'ry Glance, 

Yet change ſo ſoon you d ne er ſuſpect em; 
For ſhe'd perſuade they wound by Chance, 

Tho? certain Aim and Art direct them, 
She likes herſelf, yet others hates 

For that which in herſelf ſhe — 3 
And while ſhe laughs at them, forgets 

She is the Thing that ſhe deſpifes. 
| 8 O N G Fog. 

FAIR, and ſoft, and gay, and young, 
All Charms, ſhe play d, ſhe danc'd, ſhe ſung; 

There was no way to ſcape the Dart, 

No Care cou'd guard a Lover's Heart, 
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Ab why, cry'd I, and dropt a Tear, 
Adoring, yet deſpairing e er 
To have her to myſelf alone; 
Was ſo much Sweetneſs made for one? 
But growing bolder, in her Eac 
I in ſoft Numbers told my Care ; 
She heard, and rais'd me from her Feet, 
And ſeem' d to glow with equal Heat. 
Like Heav'n's, too mighty to expreſs, 
My Joys could be but known by Gueſs ; 
Ah Fool, ſaid I, what have done, 
To wiſh her made for more than one? 


But long I had not been in view, 
Before her Eyes their Beams withdrew : 
E'er I had teckon'd half her Charms, 
She ſunk into another's Arms. | 
But ſhe that once cou'd faithleſs be, 
Will favour him no more than me; 
He too will find himſelf undone, 
And that ſhe was not made for one. 
SO N 8 50 To 
F AIR Celia Love pretended, 
And nam'd the Myrtle Bow's, 
When Damon long attended 
Beyond the promis'd Hour: 
At length impatient growing 
Of anxious Expectation, 
His Heart with Rage o erflowing, 
He vented thus his Paſſion. 
To all the Sex, deceitful, 
A long and laſt Adieu, 
Since Women prove ungrateful 
As oft as Men prove tiue. 
The Pains they cauſe are many, 
And long and hard to bear, 
The Joys they give (if any) 
Few, ſhort, and unſincere. 
But Celia now repenting 
Her Breach of Aſſignation, 
Arriv'd with Eyes conſenting, 
And ſparkling Inclination; 
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Ute Oytheres fenil 
She Bacre and laid his Paſſion : 
The Shepherd ceas'd reviling, 
And ſung this Recantation. 
How engaging, how endearing, 
Is a Lover's Pains and Care 
And what Joys the Nymph's appearing, 
After Abſence or Deſpair ! 
Women wile increaſe Defiring, 
By contriving kind Delays ; 
And advancing, or retiring, 
All they mean is more to pleaſe, 
S O N G 50s. 
FAIR Celia the is nice and coy, 
While ſhe holds the lucky lure ; 
Her Repartees are piſh and fie, 
And you in vain purſue her. 
Stay but till her Hand be out, 
And ſhe become your Debtor z 
Addreſs her then, and without doubt, 
You'll ſpeed a great deal better. 
"Tis the only way, 
When ſhe has loſt at Play, 
To purchaſe the courted Favour ; 
Forgive the Score, 
And offer her more, 
ll lay my Life you have her. 
| SON G 5oy. 
AIR Celia's Eyes give Love to all, 
The Nymph a Goddeſs reigns! 
All that durſt look, her Victims fall, 
Yet ſhe unmov'd remains. 
While happy Strepbon in her Arms 
Secure, but envy'd, lies: 
To him ſhe opens all her Charms, I 
To him unlocks, unlocks, 
Unlocks to him, unlocks her Joys, 
So the pleas'd Moon on Latmos lay 
3 With ou Endymion ; 
| er Light to all ſhe gave away, 
Like Her Love to him alone, FE 
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1 SON G 5&. 
it, Voice. FAIR Charina! wond'rous fair! 


What can with thy Eyes compare 
28. Voice. Fair Charina — Fair 9985 
What can with thy Lips compare! 
Both. Every ſofter Loeb — N 
Is Beauty's Queen, thy Eyes inſpiring, Be 
Ever makes them Charm the Sight. | 
Zo Beauty's Queen, thy Lips admiring, 5 F 


3 Euer views them with Delight. 


"Twas near a fragrant myrtle Grove, It 
By which the liſt' nin : Thames flow'd flow dong, 
Two young contending of Love Un 
Diſputed thus in Song WI 
Till much provok'd, 25 redning with Diſdain, Let 
Each ftrove by turns in rival Strain | 4 
The Palm of Beauty thus to gain. 'On 
1. Hide thy Beams, thou God of Light, 4 
Or take to other Lands thy flight. Oh 
See two brighter Suns — 3 | £ 
| See Charina's Eyes ſurprizing. My 
While they ſhine tis never Night. A 
2. Return, O God of Light, by thee, [ Oroves, 200 
A thouſand Colours paint the Clouds and For t 
Yet none ſo fair in Heaven or Earth we ſſe 
As on Charina's Lips the purple Loves. IA 
Lovely Lips! that bath'd in Bliſs F 
Softly do each other kiſs, Wh 
| And ſuch glowing Sweets diſcloſe ! — 
: Aurora doubly bluſhes now, Atl 
„ When you appear, from e ery Bough fr 
. Vanquiſh'd falls the drooping Roſe; He 4 
Soc jarring Praiſe the rival Gods had given, If 1 
Till more enrag'd each drew a Dart, | Ir; 
| Prepar'd to fight; when venus ſwift from Heaven 2 
Came down, rhe little Duellers to part. By 
Thus be it then, the ſays; agreed, Our 8 
No more two Features to compare nk 
If you 


Of the ſame unequal'd Fair, 
Nut own that both all others do excecedy 


137 
1. Amoraus Vouths, prepare to die 
By this Charmer s Lips and Eye. 
2. Amorous Voauths the Danger fly 
In this Charmer's Lips and Eye. 
T From her Eyes I'll ſhoot my Darts. 
2. With her Lips I'll Real your Hearts. 
Both, And in pleaſing Atnbuſh lie. 
F AIR Chloe my Breaſt fo alarms, 
From her Power no Refuge I find, 
If another I take to my Arms, 
Yet my Chloe is.then in my Mind. 
Vadbleſt with the Joy, fill a Pleaſure I want, 
Which none but my Chloe, my Chloe can grant. 
Let Chloe but ſmile I grow gay, 
And I feel my Heart ſpring with Delight: 
On Chloe I could gaze all the Day, 
And Chloe I with for all Night. 
Oh! did Chloe but know how I love, 
And the Pleaſure of loving again, 
My Paſſion her Favour would move, 
| And in Prudence ſhe'd pity my Pain: 5 
_ Good Nature and Int'reft ſhould both make her _ 
ca For the Jay ſhe might give, and the Joy ſhe might 


e fle | S ON G 5$w 
es. FAIR Iris and her Swain | 
Were ina ſhady Bower, 
Where Thyrſis long, in vain, 
Had ſouglit the happy Hour! 
At length his Hand advancing 
Upon her ſnowy Beeaſt, 
He ſaid, O kiſs me longer, 
If you will make me bleft, 
| Iris. An eaſy yielding Maid 
ö By truſting is undone; 
Our Sex is oft betray d 
By granting Love too ſoor-: 
If you defire-to gain me, | 
| Your Suffetings to redreſs, 
Prepare to love me longer yet, and longer, : 
Befare you ſhall poſſeſs. F f 2 Thryſis. 
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Thryſis. The little Care you ſhow 
Of all my Sorrows paſt, 
And Life too long to laft ; 
Fair Iris, kiſs me kindly, 
In Pity of my Fate, 
And kindly ſtill, and kindly fil}, 
Before it be too late. 
Iris. You fondly court your Bliſs, 
And no Advantage make ; 
*T's not for Maids to give, 
But tis for Men to take: 
So you may kiſs me kindly, 
And kindly ftilt, and kindly, 
Bur do not kiſs and tell, 
No never kiſs and tell. 
Th. And may I kiſs you kindly ? 

Ir. Yes, you may is me kindly. 

Th. And kindly fill, and kindly ? 

Ir. And kindly fill, and kindly. 

Th. And will you not rebel? 
Ir. And I will not rebel : 
But do not kiſs and tell, 
But do not kiſs and tell. 

Th. No, no, I'll never kiſs and tell. 
No, no, I'll never kils and tell, 
Both. Thus at the Height we love and live 

And fear not to be poor: a 
We give and we give, we give and we give, 
Till we can give no more: 
But what To-day will take away 
| To Morrow will reſtore. 
But what, &c, Me, 


s O N G gs. 
FAIR Iris I love, and I hourly die, 


But not for a Lip, nor a languiſhing Eye; 


She's fickle and falſe, and there we agree, 
For I am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe ; 

We neither believe, what either can ſay, 
And neither believing, we neither betray, 


"Tis 


© © Jn 
"Tis civil to hear, and ſay Things of Courſe, 
We mean not the taking for better for worſe 3 
When preſent we love, when abſent agree, 

1 think not of Iris, nor Iris of me; 

The Legend of Love nu Couple can find 


80 eaſy to part, or ſo equally join d. 


S ON 8 5132. 
F ATR Iſmzna's blooming Beauty, 
Triumphs o'er my beating Breaſt; 
Love contending there with Duty, 
How, alas] am I diſtreſt 
Reaſon now my Soul affailing, 
Checks Love's Fires with Heaps of Snow, 
Bat Iſmæna's Charms prevailing, | 
I again with Paſſion glow. 
Beauty thus my Breaft poſſeſſing, 
Whither, whither ſhall I fly ? 
Abſence but my Flame encreaſing, 
I with double Anguiſh die. 


Now, thro” diſtant Climates ranging, 
Peace, alas | I ho where find; 
Place, tho' ſtill the Body's changing, 
Whoe er left his Heart behind ? 
Ss ON G 523. 
FAIR ones, while your Beauty's blooming, 
Uſe your 'Time, left Age reſuming 
What your Youth profuſely lends, 
You're depriv d of all your Glories, 
And condemnn' d to tell old Stories 
To your unbelieving Friends. 
. $ O N G 51. 
F AIR Maidens, O! beware 
Of nfing Men too well! 
Their Pride is all their Care, 
They only kiſs to tell. 
How hard the Virgim's Fate! 
While ev'ry Way undone; 
The Coy grew ode of Date, 
"Tis ) They're ruin'd, vous won. 
Fu 5 Ws SONG 
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S8 0 * Frs. 

AIR Margaret in woful wiſe 

Six Hearts has bound in thrall; 
As yet ſhe undetermin' d lies, 

Which ſhe her Spouſe ſhall call. 
Wretched, and only wretched, he, 

To whom that Fate ſhall fall ; 
For, if her Heart atight I ſee, 

She intends to pleaſe em all. 


S O0 N G sr6. 


F AIR Nymph, remember all your Scorn 


Will be by Time repaid ; 
Thoſe Glories which that Face adorn, 
And flouriſh as the riſing Morn, 
Muſt one Day ſet and fade: 
Then all your cold Diſdain for me 
Will but increaſe Deformity, 
When ſtill the Kind will lovely be. 
Compaſſion is of laſting Praiſe, 
For chat's the Beauty ne'er decays. 
Fair Nymph, avoid thoſe Storms of Fate 
Are to the Cruel due ; 


The Powers above, tho' ne er fo late, 


Can be, when they revenge your hate, 

As pitileſs as ou. a 
Know, charming Maid, the Powers Divine 
Did never ſuch ſoft Eyes deſign 
To wound a Heart fo true as mine: 

That God who my dear Flame infus'd 

Will never ſee it thus abu d. 


S O0 N G 517. 
F AIR Phabe, withdraw thy bright Rays, 


And hide thee behind ſome dark Gloom : 


Thy Beam my Confuſion betrays, 
Which. Darkneſs had better become. 
See how the chaſte Proſpects inflame, 
How glows ev*ry conſcious Buſh! 
Each Object ſeems touch'd with my Shame, 
The Landſcape appears in a Bluſh, 
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Kind Echo, thy Accent reſtrain, 
And filently hear all my Woes ; 
Thy Babbling offends my falſe Swain, 
And upbraids him with Breach of his Vows. 
Tho? the Language that flow'd from his Tongue 
Was as falſe as the Wind or the Sea, 
Oh! let him not think on the Wrong, 
Left he become wretched like me. 


Ye Roſes, that bluſh on my Cheek, 
Why did you not wither away ? 
Was its kind thus my Ruin to ſeek ; 
And adorn while you mean to betray ? 
Ye Traitors, no longer appear, 
In your Place let Deformity grow ; 
P'l waſh off your Bloom with my Tear, 
Till Death puts an End to my Woe, 
On the Ground all alone in the Grove, 
By the Side of a murmuring Stream, 
Thus Daphne lamented her Love, | 
And Damon the Falſe was her Theme ; 
Her Cheeks a wan Colour o'erſpread, 
Her Eye-lids were clos*d with a Gloom, 
Adieu, my falſe Shepherd, ſhe faid, 
And breath'd out her Life in a Groan. 


F AIR Sally lov'd a bonny Seaman, 
With Tears ſhe ſent him out to roam ; 
Young Thomas lov'd no other Woman, 
But left his Heart with her at Home. 
She view'd the Sea from off the Hill, 
And while ſhe turn'd the Spinning * 
Sung of her bonny Seaman. 
The Winds grow loud, and ſhe grew 3 
To ſee the Weather · cock turn round; 
When lo! ſhe ſpy'd her bonny Sailor 
Come finging o'er the fallow Ground: 
With nimble Haſte he leap'd the Stile, 
And Sally met him with a Smile, 
And hugg'd her bonny Sailor, 


TT] 
Faſt round the Waiſt he took his Sally, 
But firſt around his Mouth wip'd he; 
Like home-bred Spark, he could not dally, 
But kifs'd and prefs'd her with a Glee; 
Thro' Winds, and Waves, and daſhing Nair: 
Cry'd he, thy Tom's return'd again, 

And brings a Heart for Sally. | 
Welcome, ſhe cry d, my conſtant Thomas, 
Tho? out of Sight, ne'er out of Mind; 

Our Hearts tho? Seas have parted from us, 
Yet they 1 did leave behind. 
Zo much my Thoughts took Tommy's Part, 
That Time nor Abſence from my Heart 
Con'd drive my conſtant Thomas. 
This Knife, the Gift of lovely Sally, 
I till have kept for thy dear Sake: 
A thouſand times, in am*rous Folly, 
Thy Name I've carv*d upon the Deck. 
Again this happy Pledge returns, 
To tell how truly Thomas burns, 
How truly burns for Sally. 

This Thimble didſt thou give to Sally, 
Whilſt this I ſee, I think of yu; 
Then why does Tom ftand, ſhall I, ſhallI, 
While yonder Steeple's in our View ? 

Tom, never to Occafion blind, 
Now took her in the coming Mind, 
And went to Church with Sally; 
| SO N G 519. 
F AIR Silena, Queen of Love, 
Deign to hear the captiv*'d Swain; 
All he acts or ſays approve, 
Strive to mitigate his Pain: 
In ſoft Tranſports meet the Boy; 
Sweeteſt Slumbers will compoſe, 
Love ſhall animate the Whole ; 
Each bleſt Minute that we loſe, 
Only robs our ſofter Soul; 
Fondly then let us embtate, 


ch poſſeſſing and poſſeft. 
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Hymen's Joys ſhall then unite, 

All the Graces too fhall join; 
Melting Raptures crown the Night, 

Make the Pleaſure all divine: 
Tranquil Extafies confeſs, _ 
All is Tranſport, all is Elis. | 
| SON G 520. 

FAIR, ſweet and young, receive a Paine 

Reſerv d for your victorious Eyes 
From Crowds, whom at your Feet you ſee, 
O pity, and diſtinguiſh me; 
As I from thouſand Beauties more 
Diſtinguiſh you, and only you adore. 
Your Fate for Conqueſt was deſign d, 
Your ev'ry Motion charms my Mind; 
Angels, when you your Silence break, 
Forget their Hymns, to hear you ſpeak ; 
But when at once they hear and view, 
Are loath to mount, and long to ſtay with you, 
No Graces can your Form improve, 
But all are loft unleſs you love; 
While that ſweet Paſſion you diſdain, 
Your Voice and Beauty are in vain. 
In pity then prevent my Fate, 
For after dying all Reprieve's too late. 
S O N G Far. 
ATR Venn, they fay, 
On a rainy bleak Day, | 

Thus ſent her Child Cupid a- packing; 

Get thee gone from my Door, 

Like a Son of a Whore, 

And elſewhere ſtand bouncing and cracking, 

To tell the plain Truth, 

Our little blind Youth | 
Beat the Hoof a long while up and a, Sir; 
By good Fortune at laſt | 
He ſtumbled into a great Town, Sir. 

Thea ftrait to himſelf 

_ Cries this tiny fly Elf, 

Since Begging brings lictle Relief, Sir, 


» 4 

A Trade I'll commence Jenny, 
That ſhall bring in the Penve, | 
And ſtrait he ſet up for a Thief, Sir. 


At Play-houfe and Kirk, 


Where * fily did lurk, ockey. 
He ſtole 4 from young and old People, * 
Till at laſt, ſays my Song, Ml jenny, 
He had hike to have ſwung | 
On a Gallows as high as a Steeple. Jockey. 
— with Arrows and Bow jenny. 
e a Soldier mu | fockey, 
And trait he GP without Waris 


He thought it no Sin, 
When his Hand once was in, 


To kill you his Hundred a Morning. | F Airef 
When he found that he made | . Sea 
Little Gain by his Trade, | 2 hi 

What does our fly giaceleſs Blinker ? a -w 
But ftrait chang d his Note, 155 
As well as his Coat, are a 

And he needs muſt paſs for a Tinker. pony 
Have you any Hearts to mend ? Genel 
Come, I'll be your Friend, 8 * 

Or elſe expect not a Fatthing : 1 t 
Tho? they're burnt to a Coal, 2 
I'll ſoon make em whole; hs we 

And Maids, is not this a falt Bargain? 8 
But, Maids, have a Care, f And 8 th 

Shun the Rogue, cho he ſets ſuch a Face mt. 
Where he ftops up one Hole, 


*Tis true, by my Soul, 
He'll at la leave a Score in the Place on . 


$ © N G gn. 

_ F Aireft Jenny, thou mun love me. 
Troth, my bonny Lad, I do. 

Jodkey, Gin thou ff tow dſt aprove me, 
Dearxeſt, thou mun kiſs me too. 
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Jenny, Tawk a Rifs or twa, good Jockey 5 
But I dare give nene, I tro: 
Fie, nay, piſn; be not unlucky ; 
Wed me firſt, and aw will do. 
Jockey. For aw Fife, and Lands about it, 
Iſe not yield thus to be bound. 
Jenny. Nor I lig by thee without un, 
For twa hundred thouſand Pound. 
Tockey, Thou wilt die if I forfake thee. 
jenny. Better die than be undone. 
fockey, Gin tis ſo, come on, Iſe tawk thee ; 
*Tis too cold to lig alone. 


SON G 93. 
F Aireſt Iſle, all Iſles excelling, 
Seat of Pleaſures and of Love, 
Venus here will chuſe her Dwelling, 
And forſake her Cyprian Grove. 
Cupid, from his fav rite Nation, 
Care and Envy will remove, 
Jealouſy, that poiſons Paſſion, 
And Deſpair that dies for Love. 
Gentle Murmurs, ſweet Complaining, 
Sighs that blow the Fire of Love, 
Svft Repulſes, kind Diſiaining, 
Shall be all the Pains you prove 
tv'ry Swain ſhall pay his Duty, 
Grateful ev' ry Nymph. ſhall prove; 
And as theſe excel in Beauty, 
Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for Love. 


30 N G 52. 

F Aireſt Pride of Virgin Bloom, 
Pretty, lovely, wanton Creature 3 

diect of our Vous; to whom 

Nature gives each finiſh'd Feature 

arn, my Fair ene, to be wiſe 3 

Your Allurements want Direction; 

aide the Glances of your Eyes ; 

and, by Conduct, ſhew Perfection. 
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Beauty, when its looſe Deſires . 
Break the Fence of Reputation, 
Heedleſsly expoſed, inſpires | 

Not our Love, but our Compaſſion. 


$ 0 N 8 536 
FA Work of happy Nature, 
Sweet without diſſembling Art; 
Kind in ev'ry tender Feature, 
Cruel only in a Heart: 
View the Beauties of the Morning, 
Where no ſullen Clouds appear; 
Graces there are leſs adorning, 
Than below, when Czlia's there. 


Ev'ry tuneful Breaſt confeſſes, 
Sounds by you improve their Power; 
E' ry Tongue in ſoft Addreſſes 
Hambly tells us his Amour: 
Such a Tribute, lovely Bleſſing, 
Faithful Strephon ne er denies ; 
Such a Treaſure in poſſeſſing, - 
All the Bills of Love ſupplies. 
Yet I ſee by ev'ry Trial, 
Feeble Hopes my Flames * 
Ever finding a Denial, 
Where my ſofteſt Love was true: 
But my Heart knows no retreating, 
No Decay can eaſe my Pain ; 
Love allows of no defeating, 
Tho? the Prize is ſought in vain : 
For if e er my Czlia's Treaſure 
Muſt her Virgin Sweets reſign, 
Love ſhall flow with equal Meaſure, 
And III boldly call her mine; 
Till her panting, wedding Lover, 
Grown uneaſy by my Claim, 
Leaves me freely to diſcover 
Golden _ without a Name. 


SONG 


A Breath 
The Wiſt 


Why then 
Fame*s ut 


And wiſh", 
Faint 


Made the 
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S ON G 826. 
FALSE and mean's the Accuſation, 
With which dei dries aſperſe ; 
Fools ſay's, thei ing Paſſion, 
2 to Senſe averſe. 5 | 
Jove, adorn'd in all his Glory, 
Coy Antiope * * _ move: 
A Satyr's Shape, in the Story 
God ſucreſeful prove. : 
But it was as Towns are ennquer d, 
That too much their Foe deſpiſe ; 
Secure, in Scorn, they ſleep unguarded, 
So are taken by Surprize. 


SONG 27. | 
FALSE cho' ſhe be to me and 55 
I'n ne' er purſue Revenge; 
For ſtill the Charmer I approve, 
Tho' I deplore her Qhange. 
In Hours of Bliſs we oft have met, a 
They cou'd not always laſt; 
And tho? the preſent I regret, 
I'm grateful for the paſt. 
S O N G 528. 
F AME's an Echo, prattling double, 
An empty, airy, glittering Bubble ; 
A Breath can ſwell, a Breath cam fink it, 
The Wiſe not worth their Keeping think it. 
Why then, why ſuch Teil and Pain, 
Fame's uncertain Smiles to gain? 
Like ber Siſter, Fortune, blind, 
To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, 


And the worſt her Favour find. 


SO N G 529. 
FAM E of Dorinda's Conqueſts brought 
The God of Love her Charms to view; 
To wound th'unwary Maid he thought, 
Bnt ſoon became her Conqueſt too, 
He dropt, half-drawn, his le Bow, 
He look'd, he rav'd, and fighing pin d; 
And wiſh'd in vain he hed been naw, 
A Painters falſely draw him, blind. G 8 
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Diſarm'd, he to his Mother flies ; 
Help, Venus, help thy wretched Son ! 
Who now will pay Us Sacrifice ? | 
For Love himſelf's, alas l undone. 

To Cupid now no Lover's Pray*r 
Shall be addreſs d in ſuppliant Sighs ; 
My Darts are gone, but Oh! beware, 

Fond Mortals, of Dorinda's Eyes. 

S O N G 330. 
F Ancella's Heart is ſtill the ſame, 
Hard and cold as Winter's Morning ; 

Tho' my Love is ever burning, 
Yet no Frowns or Smiles can ever 
Melt her Ice, or cool my Fever, 
Melt her Ice, or cool my Fever, 


So long I talk and think of Love, 

All the Groves and Streams can name her ; 
All the Nymphs and Echo's blame her, 

If ſhe keeps her cruel Faſhion, 

 Nought but Death can eaſe my Paſſion. 


Of all the Charms that Lovers have, 
All the Sighs, the Groans, the Anguiſh, 
All the Looks with which I languiſh 
Move not her to any Feeling ; 
Beauty takes Delight in Killing. 

$ 0 N G 521. 
FAR from thee be anxious Care, 


And racking Thoughts that vex the Great; 


Empire's but a gilded Snare, 

And fickle is the Warrior's Fate. 
One only Joy Mankind can know : 
And Love alone can that beſtow, 


S O N G 532. 


F Arewel, my bonny, bonny, witty, pretty Maggy, 
And a' the roſy Laſſes milking on the Down 3 
Adieu the flow'ry Meadows aft ſae dear to Jockey, 
The Sports and merry Glee of Edinborow Town : 


Since French and Spaniſh Louns ſtand at Bay, 


And valiant Lads of Britain hold *em play, 
Ny Reap-hook I mun throw quite away, 
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And fight too hke a Man, | 
Among em, for our Royal Queen A 

Each Carle of Iriſh Mettle battles like a Dragon ; 

The Germans waddle, and ſtraddle to the Drum; 

The Italian and the Butter-bowzy Hogan Moyan : 
Good-faith then, Scottiſh Jockey mauna lie at bame : 


For ſince they are ganging to hunt Renown, 
And ſwear they*ll quickly ding auld Monfieur down, 
I'll follow for a Pluck at his Crown, 
To ſhew that Scotland can 
Excell *em for our Royal Queen Anne. 
Then welcome from Vigo, 
And cudgelling Don Diego, 
Wich ſtrutting Raſcallions, ' 
And plundering the Galleons : 
Each briſk valiant Fellow *' 
 _ Fought at Rondondello, 
And thoſe who did meet 
With the Newfound-land Fleet; 
When for late Succeſſes, 
Which Europe confeſſes, 
At Land by our gallant Commanders; 
The Dutch in ftrong Beer, 
Shou'd be drunk for a Year, 
With their General's Health in Flanders, 
„ 
Arewel the Town's ungrateful Noiſe, 
Hurry, Strife, that dampe all Joys, 
— Reaſon proud Amdition Ambition blinds 
renzy of unquiet Minds: 
Eiſe and Pleaſure, | 
Bleſt with Leiſure, 
In ſweet Groves my Choice ſhall be ; 
Celia ſmiling, 
Time beguiling ; 
Dear Content's a World to me. 
Late manag'd Peace does nought avail, 
Lawyers baw], and Parſons rail; 
A Friend againſt a Friend muſt be, 


» 
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Yet their Stories, 

Whigs and Tories, 
Both would change did Gain appear, 
Both would change did Gain appear ; 
Charming Graces 
| In a Place w 
Of a thouſand Pounds a Year. 


Great Pan has left his foreign Powers, 

Where Peace fat ſmiling, crown'd with — 
To govern Albion's ſtubborn Flocks, 
nun: 


loyal 
Hearts like mine from Treaſon free 3 
Peace when laſting, 
Love ne er waſting, 
Is a World to him and me. 
Oh! State and Glory unconſin d, 
Thou burning Fever of the Mind, 
I, *midft the Grandeur thou duſt bear, 
In Content more bleſt appear; 
Flowers when ſpringing, 
Birds when 
In my rural Shade 1 ſee z 
Plots ne er making, 
Heart ne'er aleing; 
Dear Content's a World to me. 


SON G 534. 
F Arewel the World, and nant oa, 
The raviſh'd Strephon ery d, 
As full of Joy and tender Tears 

He lay by Phillis? Side: 

Let others toil for Wealth and Fame, 
Wdilſt not one Thought of mine 
At any other Bliſs ſhall aim, 

But thoſe dear Arms of thine ! 

Still let me gaze on thoſe brighe Eyes, 
And hear thy charming Tongue; 

I nothing aſk to ſwell my Joys, 
But thus to feel 'em __ 


( 341 ) 
In cloſe Embraces let us lie, 

And ſpend our Lives to come; 
Then let us both together die, 
And be each other's Tomb, 


S O N G 535. 
F Arewel, thou falſe Philander, 
Since now from me you rove; 

And leave me here to wander, 

No more to think of Love: 
I muſt for ever languiſh, 

I muſt for ever mourn : 
From Love I now am baniſh d, 

And ſhall no more return. 
Farewel, deceitful Traitor, | 

Farewel, thou perjur d Swain; 
Let never injur d Creature 

Believe your Vows again: 
The Paſſion you pretended, 

Was only to obtain ; 
For now the Charm is ended, 

The Charmer you diſdain. 


$3 © 8 G. 536: 
F Arewel the fatal Pleaſures, 
| The ſhining Maſquerade, 
And all the dying Meaſures 
That tender Love perſwade : 
Ye Notes that ſweetly languiſh, 
To aid the Lover's Flame, 
Whilſt he reveals his Anguiſh, 
And begs the Fair one's Name : 
No more you can invite me, 
You fing, alas! in vain; 
No Mufick can delight me, 
Tho' Orpheus play'd again: 
A lovely Sailor pleading, 
With Wit in every Word, 
Both fſkill'd in Love and Breeding, 
Has fix d my Heat on Board. 
0 8 3 
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'Thoſe Eyes, that made the Poet, —_— 
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In ev' ry Dream appearing, 

All Charming, all Divine, 3 25 | F 
A Manner moſt endearing, | 

A Voice as ſoft as mine : Li 
His Hands ſo gently preſſing, 


As if no Ropes they Knew, T 
What is my Song confeſling ! - 

It grows a Billet-doux. ' Bu 
Some tuneful Voice befriending 

The Fondneſs of my Heart, By 
In mournful Notes deſcending, 

My Tenderneſs impart : | *T 


Oh! ſure he ſoon will know it, 
If Love inſpire his Sight, 


I fear will gueſs too __ | Be. 
S O N 557. ; 
F Arewel to Lochaber, 2a. Bu 
Where heartſome with thee I've mony a Day been | 
For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, Th 
Theſe Tears that I ſhed, they are 2 for my Dear, 
And no for the Dangers attending on Weir, Bu! 
Tho' bore on rough Seas to a far bloody Shore, a 
May be to return to Lochaber no more. Yo 
Tho? Hurricanes riſe, and riſe ev ry Wind, L 
They'll ne'er make a Tempeſt like that in my Mind ; But 
'Tho? loudeſt of Thunder on louder Waves roar, \ 
That's nacthing like leaving my Love on the Shore 2 | 
To leave thee behind me, my Heart is fair pain'd, F. 
By Eaſe that's inglorious no Fame can be gain d. | 
And Beauty and Love's the Reward of the Brave, Pl 
And I muſt deſerve it before I can crave. 1 
Then Glory, my Jenny, maun plead my Excuſe ; Wit 
Since Honour commands me, how can I refyſe ? | T 
Without it I ne'er can have Merit for thee, Wh 
And without thy Favour I'd better not de | V 
J gae then, my Laſs, to win Honour and Fame, . 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſſy hame, 3 
Tu bring a Heart to thee with Love running o'er, No! 
LD 1 


SONG 


( 343) 
SO N G 53. 
F Arewel, ungrateful Traitor, 
Farewel, my perjur d Swain ; 
Let never injur d Creature 
Believe a Man again: 
The Pleaſure of poſſeſſing 
Surpaſſes all expreſling : 
But Joy's too ſhort a Bleſſing, 
And Love too long a Pain : 
But Joy's too ſhort a Bleſſing, 
And Love too long a Pain, 
*Tis eaſy to decetve us, 
In pity of your Pain 
But when we love, you jeave us 
To rail at you in van: 
Before we have deſery d it, 
There is no Bliſs beſide it; 
But ſhe that once has try'd it, 


hin 6 Will never love again. 
pn; The Paſſion you pretended, 
t, Was only to obtain; | 
But when the Charm is ended, 
The Charmer you diſdain : 


Your Love by ours we meaſure, 
Till we have loft our Treaſure ; 


fad : But dying is a Pleaſure, 
a When living is a Pain. . 
ore 2 SON GC 
d, F Arewel, ye Hills and Valleys, 28 
| Farewel, ye verdant Shades; 
N I'l] rake more pleaſant Sallies 
To Plays and Maſquerades. 
bs With Joy for Town I'll barter 
2 | Thoſe Banks where Flowers grow : 
What's Roſes to a Garter ? 
| What's Lillies to a Beau ? 
e, Farewell Tom, Dick, and Horry, 
Farewel Moll, Nell, and Sue; 


| No longer muft I tarry, 
But bid you all adieu. 


( 344 ) 

For a Time I will retire 

Amidſt the Quality, 
Where many a Knight and Squire 

Will gladly wait on me. 
Farewel, ye ſhady Bowers, 
Where Lovers often meet, 
And paſs the filent Hours 

With melting Kiſſes ſweet. 
Of all the Country Pleaſure 

I take a long Adieu; 
For I have no more Leiſure 

To waſte away with you. 


S O N 8 540. 


FARE ye well all amorous Troubles, 
Tm reſolv'd to ſhake off Cupid ; 
I' no more prize 
Belinda's Eyes, | | 
Thoſe Charms that made me ſtupid. 
Love, depart | 
From my Heart, 
And releaſe my free- born Soul ; 
Liberty, 
Liberty, = 
Liberty's in a flowing Bowl, 
Love will make the wiſe Man fooliſh, 
And will rob the firong of Vigour ; 
But he grows bright, | 


And ſtrong to fight, 
Who drinks the ſparkling Liquor. 
Love, &c. 


See the whining Lover, Solus, 
To the Woods and the Rivers ſighing, 
While I among 
A jovial Throng 
_ Life's Bleſſings am enjoying, 
Love, &c, 


1 


And fewer 


1 


(6345) 

Then fill up a gen'rous Bumper, 

That will blithe and —_y 
Let Lovers ſpy 
Love's in an Eye, 

Each Glaſs ſhews us a Bacchus. 

Love, &Cc. 
SON G 8 

— the evminon Ill 
A—— 

nn 
Or ruins by rprige. 
Th' admiring Crowd approach the Fair, 
And do with Wonder gaze, 
And none ſuſpect a Danger there, 
She looks ſo many Ways. 


Thus the fair Tyrant in Diſtuiſe, 


Sexures the heedleſs Swain; 

And when he's dazzled by her Fyes, 
Unknown, puts on her Chain, 

So Porcupines, from every Part, 
Their Arrows do let fly, 


| Whilſt we regardleſs of the Dart, 


Are wounded by't and die. 
S ON G 542. 


| PAST by the Margin of the Ses, 


And on the damp and ſhelly Shore, 
A Swain in penſive Poſture lay, 


And thus his hard Miſhap deplores. 


Ye Gods, your cruel Kindneſs ſpare, 


For ever, ever from me fly ; 
Nor thus, with unavailing Cate, 
Purſue a Wretch refolv'd to die. 
Ah! tell me, how can Damon live 
Without the Nymph who has his Heart ? 
Can I ſo great a: Loſs furvive ? 
Ah no! we maſt not, muſt not part, 


And yet we have; ah! hapleſs Hour, 


When I and Celia fail'd the 
When, buſh'd by fome deluding Pow! r. 
The Winds and Waves were laid afteep. 


(346) 

Too ſoon, alas ! the peaceful Scene 

Chang'd to a Stem, the Tempeſis roar, 
The Sky look'd black, the ſmoaking Main 

Daſh'd its fierce Waves againſt the Shore. 
Tas then my Heart wept Drops of Blood, 

And, like the Ship, was rent in twain 
When Celia, founder'd in the Flood, 

Sunk, ſtruggl'd, roſe, and ſunk again, 
Thrice did I plunge beneath the Wave, 

To catch the finking, panting Fair; 
Thrice made a vain Attempt to fave ; 

I ſhriek'd, I rav'd, in mad Deſpair, 


How fain would Damon then have dy'd, 
And hurry'd to the World beneath, 
To ſeek his Love, and by her Side 
Lament her too untimely Death. 
But he, alas! was doom'd to live—— 
To live the Mark of future Pains : 
Fore'd by ill Fortune to furvive 
His lovely Fair-one's dear Remains. 
Te guilty Winds, in Murmurs figh 
For the ſad Decd which ye have done; 
Ve Waves, in mournful Slumbers die, 
And for ſo foul a Crime atone. 
Ye kinder Gales, that fwell'd cur Sail, 
And leiſurely the Veſſel drove, 
Attend unto my ruthful Tale, 
A Tale that might your. Pity move. 
Unhappy Damon, thou art grown, 
From bleſt of Men, a Wretch forlorn! 
Thy Fate to ev'ry Youth is known, 
Their Envy once, but now their Scorn. 
Once thou did' ſt feaſt on Heav'nly Treaſures, 
And revel on immortal Charms ; | 
Begirt with Joys, beſet with Pleaſures, 
When cucl'd in thy Celia's Arms. 


Celia, ſweet Celia, charms no more— 
No more ſhe wails her abſent Love : 
As when ſhe ſtray d along the Shore, 
Or penſive wander d in the Grove. 


( 347 ) 
Oh killing Thought! it pierces deep 
My Pulſe beats low, my Heart- ſtrings fly + 
I faint, I'm chill ;—a fwimming Sleep 
Creeps o'er my Eyes drop die. 


| $ O0 N 6 543- 

F E AR not, dear Love, that III reveal 
Thoſe Hours of Pleaſure we two fteal g 

No Eye ſhall ſee, nor yet the Sun, 
Deſcry what thow and I have done ; 2 
No Ear ſhall hear our Love, but we ö 
As ſilent as the Night will be: 
The God of Love himſelf, whoſe Dart 
Did firſt wound mine, and then thy Heart, 
Shall never know what we can tell, 
What Sweets in ſtol'n Embraces dwell ; 
This only means may find it out, 
If, when I die, Phyſicians doubt 
What caus'd my Death, and then, to view 
Of all their Judgments which was true, 
Rip vp my Heart, Oh ! then I fear 
The World will ſee thy Picture there. 


| S ON G 54. 
FEAR not, my Dear; a Flame can never die, 
That is once kindled by fo bright an Eye. 
Look on thyſelf, and meature thence my Love; 

Think what a Paſſion ſuch a Form muſt move: 

For tho' thy Beauty firſt allur d my Sight, 

Yet now I look on it but as the Light, 

That led me to the Treas'ry of thy Mind, 

Whoſe inward Virtue in that Feature ſhin d. 

That Knot (be confident) will ever laſt, 

Which Fancy ty'd, and Reaſon has made faſi ; 

So faſt, that Time (although it may diſarm 

Thy lovely Face) my Faith can never harm; 

And Age, deluded, when it comes, will find 

My Love remov'd, and to thy Soul aſſign' d. 

The Paſſion I have now, ſhall ne' er grow leſs; 

No, though thy own fair Seif ſhould it oppreſs. | 
| 80 JJ 


(348) 
SON G 545. 
F fckle Bliſs, ſantaſtick Treaſure, . 
Love, how ſoon thy Joys are paſt ! 
Since we ſoon muſt loſe the Pleaſure, 
Oh! *twere better ne er to taſte : 


| Gods, how ſweet would be poſſefling | 


Did not Time its Charms deftroy, 
Or could Lovers, with the Bleſſing, 
Love the Thoughts of Copid's Joy. 


Cruel Thoughts, that pain, yet pleaſe us, 


Ah! no more my Reſt deſtroy ; 
Shew me ſtill, if you wou d eale me, 
Love's Deceits, but not its Joy. 
Gods, what kind, yet eruel Powers 
Force my Will to rack my Mind ! 
Ah! too long we wait far Flow'rs, 
Too too ſoon to fade defign'd. 
S ON G 545. 
F IE! Celia, fcorn the little Arts 
Which meaner Beauties uſe, 
Who think they can't ſecure our Hearts, 
Unleſs they ſtill refuſe ; 
Are coy and ſhy, will ſeem to frown, 
To raiſe our Paſſions higher; 
But when the poor Delight is known, 
It quickly palls Defire. 
Come let's not trifle Time away, 
Or ſtop you know not Why; 
Your Bluſhes and your Eyes betty 
What Death you mean to die | 
Let all your Maiden Fears be gone, 
And Love no more be eroſt; 
Ah! Celia, when the Joys are known, 
You'll curſe the Minutes loſt. 
_ = 2 
FIE! pretty Doris weep no more; 
Damon is doubtleſs ſ.fe on Share, 
Deſpight cf Wind and Wave ; 
The Life is Fate-free that yon cheriſh ; 
And 'tis unlike he now ſhould periſh, 
You once thought fit o fave. 


Vine giv 
But Love 


r 
Dry, Sweet, at laſt, thoſe Twins of Light, 
Which whilſt eclips'd with ug *tis Night, 
And all of us are blind: _ 
The Tears that you fo freely ſhed, 
Are both too precious for the Dead, 
And for the Quick too kind. 
Fie! pretty Doris, figh no more; 
be Gods your Damon will reſtore, 

From Rocks and Quick-ſands free; 
Your Wiſhes will ſecure his Way, | 
And doubtleſs he, for whom you pray, 

May laugh at Deſtiny, 

Itill then thoſe Tempeſts of your Breaſt, 
And ſet that pretty Heart at reft, 
The Man will ſoon return; 
Thoſe Sighs for Heav'n are only fir, 
Arabian Gums are not ſo ſweet, 
Nor Offerings when they burn. 
On him you laviſh Grief ia vaio, 
Can't be laraented, nor complain, 
Whilſt you continue true: 
That Man's Diſaſter is above, 
And needs no Pity, that does love, 
And is belov'd by you. 
. 
ILL all che Glaſſes, fill em bigh, 
Drink, drink, and defy all Power butLoves 
Vine gives the Slave his Liberty 
Zut Love makes a Slave of thund'r:ng Joxe. 
Drink, drink away, 
Make a Night of the Day, 
Dis Nectar, tis Liquor divine; 
The Pleaſure of Life, 
Free from Anguith and Strife, 
Are owing to Love and good Wine. 
8 O N. G 848. 
FIL the Bowl with Streams of Pleaſure, 
Such as Gallia's Vintage boaſt ; 
Theſe are Tides that bring our Treaſure j 
| Love and F:iendſhip be tne Toait, 
Dry, | ** | 


( 350 ) 
Fiſt, our Miſtreſſes approving, 
With bright Beauty crown the Glaſs ; 
Muſt, in Friendſhip, be an Aſs. 
Pylades is with Oreſtes 
Said to have one common Soul, 
But the meaning of the Jeſt is 
In the Bottom of the Bowl. 


Thus, by means of honeſt Drinking, 
Often 1s the Truth found out, 

Which wou'd coſt a World of thinking; 
Spare your Pains, and drink about. 


INE Ladies with an artful Grace 
Diſguiſe each native Feature, 
Whilſt flatt"ring Glaſſes ſhew the Face, 

As made by Art, not Nature; 
But we poor Folks in home-ſpun Grey, 
By Patch, nor Waſhes tainted, 
Look freſh, and ſweeter far than they 
That ſtill are finely painted, 


| $0 N 8 350. 
Lavia wou'd, but dare not venture, 
Fear ſo much o er- rules her Paſſion; 

Chloe ſuffers all to enter, . 

Fame ſubjects to Inclination : 
Neither's Method I admire, 

Either is in Love diſpleaſing; 
Chloe's Fondneſs gluts Deſire, 

Flavia's Cowardice is teizing. 
Celia by a wiſer Meaſure, 

In one faithful Swain's Embraces, 
Pays a private Debt to Pleaſure, 

Yet for chaſte, in publick, paſſes, 
Fair one's, follow Celia's Notion, 

Free from Fear and Cenſure wholly, 
Love, but let it be with Caution, 
Fot Extremes are Shame cr Folly. 


SONG 


ON 
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| $ 0 N G $5 
Lavia's Eyes, like Fires ſuppreſs d, 

More fiercely flame again, 

Nor can her Beauty be decreas'd, 
Or alter'd by her Pain. 

Thoſe various Charms which round her play, 
And do her Face adorn, 

Still as they ripen, fall away, 
Freſh Beauties till are born. 


So doth it with the Lovers fare, 
Who do the Dame adore ; 
One Fit of Love kill'd by Deſpair, 
Another rages more. 
$ 0 8 552. 
F Lights of Cupids, hover round me, | | 
Spread your little, ſubtle Snares; | | 
Beauty found the Force to wound me, li 
Beauty muſt relieve my Cares. | bo 
S ON G 553. l 
LOCKS are ſporting, Doves are courting, |! 
Warbling Linnets ſweetly fing ; 
Joy and Pleaſure, without Meaſure, 
Kindly hail the glorious Spring. 
Flocks are bleating, Rocks repeating, 
Valleys echo back the Sound; | 
Dancing, Singing, Piping, Springing, 
Nought but Mirth and Joy go round. 
SON G 554 
F Lora, Goddefs ſweetly-blooming, 
Ever airy, ever gay, 
All her wonted Charms reſuming, 
To Spring- Garden calls away. 
With this bliſsful Spot delighted, 
Here the Queen of May retreats ; 
Belles and Beaux are all invited e 
To partake of vary d Sweets. 
See a grand Pavillion yonder, 
Rifing near embow ring Shades; 
There a Temple ſtrikes with Wonder, 
In full View of Colonnades. | 
Hhs Ar 


„ 
Art and Nature (kindly laviſh) 
Here their mingled Beauties yield : 
Equal here the Pleaſures raviſh, 
Of the Court, and of. the Field. 
Hark ! what heav'nly Notes deſcending 
Break upon the liſtꝰ ning Ear: 
Muſick all its Graces lending, 
O! 'tis Extaſy to hear! 
Nightineales the Concert joining, 
Breath their Plaints in melting Strains: 
Vanquiſh'd now, their Groves teſigning, 
Soon they fly to diſtant Plains, 
Lo ! what Splendors round us darting, 
Swift illume the charming Scene; 
Chandeliers their Lights imparting, 
Pour freſh Beauties o'er the Green. 
Glitt'ring Lamps, in Order planted, 
Strike the Eye with ſweet Surprize : 
Adam ſcarce was more inchanted, 
When he ſaw the Sun firſt riſe. 
Now the various Bands are ſeated, 
All diſpos'd in bright Array; 
Bus'neſs o'er, and Cares retreated, 
With gay Mirth they cloſe the Day. 
Thus, of old, the Sons of Pleaſure 
Paſs'd in Shades their fay*rite Hours ; 
¶ Nectar chearing their ſoft Leiſure) = 
Bleſs'd by Love, and crown'd with Flow'rz. 
$ © WG 385. 
F Lutt'ring ſpread thy purple Pinions, 
Gentle Cupid, o'er my Heart; 
I a Slave in thy Dominions, | 
Nature muſt give way to Art. 
Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o'er 2 
See my weary Days conſuming 5 
All beneath yon flowery Rocks. 
Thus the Cyprian Goddeſs weeping, 
Mourn'd Adonis, darling Youth, 


Him the Boar, in ſilence. c 4 
Gor'd with 3 


Cynthia 


Ne'er he 


Nor 3 
Nature, 
Of Ice 
Yet, los 
A Sla 
The Goc 
The E 


Cynthia 


: ( 353 ) 
Cynthia, tune harmonious Numbers, 
Fair Diſcretion firing the Lyre, 
Sooth my ever waking Numbers, 
Bright Apollo, lend thy Choir. 
Gloomy Pluto, King of Terrors, 
Arm'd in adamantine Chains, 
Lead me to the Cryftal Mirrors 
Wat'ring ſoft Elyſian Plains. 
Mournful Cypreſs, verdant Willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia's Brows, 


Morpheus hov'ring o'er my Pillow, 


Hear me pay my dying Vows. 
Melancholy, ſmooth Meander 
Swiftly purling in a round, 
On thy Margin Lovers wander, 
With thy flow'ry Chaplets crown'd. 
Thus when Philomela drooping, 
Softly ſeeks her ſilent Mate; 
See the Birds of Juno ſtooping ; 
Melody reſigns to Fate. 
LY from Olinda, young and fair, 
Fly from her ſoft engaging Air, 
All Wit, in Woman found fo rare: 
Altho' her Loaks to Love adviſe, 
Her yet unconquer'd Heart denies, 
And breaks the Promiſe of her Eyes. 
3 0 8 357. 
LY, fly, ye happy Shepherds, fly, 
Avoid Philiria's Charms ; 
The Rigours of her Heart deny 
The Heav'n that's in her Arms, 


| Ne'er hope to gaze, and then retire, 


Nar yielding to be bleſt ; 
Nature, who form'd her Eyes of Fire, 
Of Ice compos d her Breaft, 

Yet, lovely Maid, this once believe 
A Slave, whoſe Zeal you move: 
The Gods, alas! your Youth deceive, 

The Heaven conſiſts in Love. 


H 


a 3 


( 354 ) 
In foite of all the things you. owe, 
You. may reproach em this; 


That where they did their Form beſteiw, 


They have deny'd their Bliſs, 
$ 0 N.G . 


LY, fly ve lazy Hours, haſte bring him here, 
'* Swiſt, ſwift as my fond Wiſhes are; 


When we love, and love to rage, 
Ev'ry Moment ſeemt an Age: 
When we love, and love to rage, 
Ev'ry Moment ſeems an Age. 


S 6 0 om 
FLY me not, Silvia; why do you fly me? 


Hear me, fair Silvia, 

Tho' you deny me: 

You're all my Treaſure, 
You're all my Joy, and all my Care. 

Pity my Anguith z | 

See how I anguiſh, 

See how I languiſh, ah! cruel Fair! 
| Smile then and heal me, 

Or frown and kill me, 
For Death is better than Deſpair. 


s o N G. 569, 
FEY merry News among the Crews 


That love to hear of Jefts ; 
The oldeſt Sport that e'er was us d, 
Yet chicfly in Requeſt. 
If any one do carp at thee, 
Or do thee Bawdy call ; 
Say thou do'ſt write as they delight, 
Of Up-tails all. | | 
There bath a Queſtion been, of late, 
Among the youthful Sort; 
| What Paſtime is the. pleaſanteſt, 
And what the ſweeteſt Sport? 
And it hath been adjudged, 
As well by great and ſmall, 
That of all Paſtimes none is like 
To Vp-taily all, 


(35) 
Batehelors will to this Game, 
And Marry'd-men likewiſe ; 


Yea Wives, yen Maids, and Widowy, 


Wilt uſe it all their Lives: 


And old Men they will have a. Snatch, 


Altho' their Game's but fmall ; 


vet theſe old Colts will have a Bout 


At Up-tails all. 


If it were nnlawful, 
Then Lawyers were to — 
And if it were ungodly, 
To Prieſts it were a Shame; 
For they, no doubt, do uſe it, 
Tho? it a Vice they call ; 


Yet Prieſts and — both will or 


At Up- tails all, 

It cannot be unwholſome, 
Phyſicians do it uſe; 

And if that it were noifome, 
They would it then refuſe z 

And if it hurt the Body, 


Then fure their Skill is ſmall ; 


For why the beſt of theſe will play 
At Up-tails all. 
Ladies love the Paſtime, 
And do the Pleaſure crave z 
And if it were a baſe Thing, 
Then it they would not have: 
But yet the faireſt Women 
Will ſooneft for it call; 
There is no ſhe but that will phy 
At Up-tails all. 
If it 2 a coſtly Thing, | 
Then Beggars could not buy it; 


And if it were a loathſome Thing, 


| Foe eee 
titisa Thing, 
And pleaſing unto all; 


There is not one but that will ply 


„A Up-taik all, 


A Cn — En eee wn re OI Ro — 


(356) 
oo S ON G 561. 
FLY ſwiftly, ye Minutes, till Comus receive 

The nameleſs ſoft Tranſports that Beauty can give ; 
The Bowl's frolick Joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe in return yield the Raptures of Love. 
Without Love and Wine, Wit and Beauty are vain, 
All Grandeur infipid, and Riches a Pain, 
The moſt ſplendid Palace grows dark as the Grave: 


Love and Wine give, ye Gods! or take back what yougave. 


Chorus. Away, away, away, 
| To Comus Court repair; 
There Night outſhines the Day, 
There yields the melting Fair. 
| S O N G 562. 
FON p Echo, forbear thy light Strain, 
: And heedfully hear a loft Maid! 
Go tell the falſe Ear of the Swain, 
How deeply his Vows have betray'd : 
Go tell him what Sorrows I bear ; 
See yet if his Heart feel my Woe ; 
*Tis now he muſt heal my Deſpair, - 
Or Death will make Pity too flow. 
S 0 N G 563. 
FON D Huſbands, I charge ye, to Night, 
Each cheriſh his Fair in his Arms, 
When cloſely, for Fear of a Spright, 
They hug ye with tender Alarms. 
The Word is For better for worſe —— 
The Rovers this Leſſon ſhou'd eon; 
Let each, to avoid a Wife's Curſe, 
Still take his own Gooſe for a Swan. 
S O N G 564. 
FOND Orpheus went, as Poets tell, 
To bring Eurydice from Hell ; 
There he might hope to find a Wife 
The Peſt and Bane of human Life. 
The Damn'd from all their Pains were eat d, 
Not that his Muſick ſo much pleas d, 
But that the Oddneſs of the Matter 
Had juſtly made the Wonder greater. | 
EF Pluto 


aves 


Pluto 


He left it ſtill within his Choice; 


Too ſure 'twas ſhot, I feet the Smart, 


| Wee her teaze me? 


To the Sorrows I daily ſuffer 3 


| $pright. Fooliſh Lover, 


How you are bound to pleafe her. 


(357) 
Pluto enrag d, that any he 
Should enter his Dominions free, 
And to inflict the ſharpeſt Pain, 
Made him a Huſband once again, 


But yet, in Juſtice to his Voice, 


If, as a Curſe, he'd not refuſe her, 
And taught him by Look to loſe her. 


$ @ = @ 5h | 
Ooliſh Love, be gone, ſaid I, | 2 
Vain are thy Attempts on me 3 
Thy ſoft Allurements I defy, 
Women, thoſe fair Diſſemblers, . 
My Heart was never made for thee. — 
Love heard; and ſtraight prepar d a Dart 3 
Myra, revenge my Cauſe, ſaid he: 


It rends my Brain, and tears my Heart ; 
O Love! my Crmpe vers pity me. 


s O N G 366, 
Silent Lover, 


Quickly diſcover 4 
Stupid Lover, 
How you are bound to pleaſe me. 
Merit. When you ſhou'd be kind, 
You always are blind 


Fair Lady, beſtow 
Some Reſpite from Woe, 
And pity a faithful Lover, 


Silent Lover, 
How can you let me teaze her ? 
Stupid Lover, 


( 358) 
SON G 567. 
Ooliſh Mortal, pray be eaſy, 
Angry Cupid made'Reply ; 
Do Florella's Charms diſpleaſe ye? 
Die then, fooliſh Mortal, die. 
Fancy not that I'll deprive her 
Of her captivating Store; 
Shepherd, no, Ill rather give her, 
Twenty thouſand Beauties more. 
Were Florella proud and four, 
Apt to mock a Lover's Care, 
Juſtly then you'd pray that Power 
Should be ta!:en from the Fair. 
But though I ſpread a Blemiſh o'er her, 
No Relief from thence you'll find; 
Still fond Shepherd, you'll adore her 
For the Beauties of her Mind. 
S ON G 568. 
Ooliſh Prater, what doſt thou 
So early at my Window do 
With thy tuneleſs Serenade ? 
Well't had been, had Tereus made 
Thee dumb as Philomel, 
There bis Knife had done but well. 
In thy undiſcover d Neſt 
Thou doſt ali the Winter reft, 
And dreameſt on thy Summer Joys, 
Free from the ſtormy Seaſon's Noiſe, 
Free from the Ill thou'ft done to me; 
Who diſturbs or ſeeks, out thee ? 


Hadft thou all the charming Notes 
Of the Wood's poetick Throats, 
All thy Art could never pay 

What thouꝰ ſt ta en from me away. 


Cruel Bird, thou'ſt ta'en away 

A Dream out of my Arms, to Day ; 
A Dream that ne er muſt equall'd be 
By all that naked Eyes may fee. | 


Thou, this Damage to repair, 
Nothing half ſo ſweet or fair, 


( 359) 
Nothing half ſo good canft bring, 
Tho' Men ſay thou bring'ſt the Spring. 
; | S O N G 569. 
Ooliſh Swain, thy Sighs forbear, 
Nothing can her Paſſion move: 
Celia, with a careleſs Air, | 
Laughs to hear the Tales of Love. 
Darts and Flames the Nymph defies, 
Joys which others Hearts beguile; 


Pleaſure ſparkles in her Eyes, 


Gay without an am'rous Smile, 
Celia, like the feather'd Choir, 

Ever on the Wing for Flight, 
Hops from this to that Defire, 

Flutt' ring ſtill in new Delight. 
Pleas'd the ſeems when you are by, 
And when abſent, ſhe's the ſame; 

Talks of Love like you or I, 
But believes't an empty Name. 
Always eaſy, ever kind ; 
When you think you have her ſure, 
Such a Temper you will find 
Quick to wound, but flow to cure. 
F Ooliſh Woman, fly Mens Charms, 
Fly their Cringing, fly their Arms, 
For, ſhould you, by chance, comply, 
"Tis not they, but you muſt die. 
Men with Pleaſure ſoon are cloy'd, 
And forſake you when enjoy'd ; 
Strive their winning Arts to ſhun, 
If you ſlight them they re undone, 
When that you them over-pow'r, 
Reſerve yourſelf until the Hour 
Of the Matrimonial Nooſe, 
Then falſe Men you may abuſe. 
| SO N G 571. 
F OR a lovely bright Nymph, that's cruel as fair, 
I gh, and I pine, and I die with Deſpair; ' 


| ( 360) 
She rejects 


my fond Love, flies, and leaves me behind g 


She's as bright as the Day, bat as falſe as the Wind. 


Ye Shepherds, take heed, and ſhun the falſe Maid; 
Take Warning by me, or like me be betray d: 
Ye Swains, O beware! and far from her fly; 
For if you but ſee her, hike me you muſt die. 
S ON G 572. 
FOR Soldier or Poet conſumedly poor, 
I procure a ſmart Woman with Pence ; 
For a Shop- keeper ready to ſhut up his Door, 
A rich Maulcin without common Senſe ; 
For Beaus batter d and old, | 
State Miſſes with Gold, 
Tho? toothleſs as my Grandmother : 
For a Fellow damn d lewd, 
| An affected rich Prude ; 
For like Tallies they hit one another. 
Any Maid who undutiful Parents has got, 
Or a Guardian too rigid upon her, 
Any worn-out Miſtreſs, who'd wed and be thought 
A Woman of Virtye and Honour; 
Any Widow in want 
Of a ſturdy Gallant, 
Any Wife of her Huſband quite fick, 
2 day: wa x grant 
A ſupply in the Nick; 
Thus I pimp, Sir, with Spirit and Honour, 
Twangdillo. | 
S0 K.G 578. 
Fo ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting Foe to Love; 
And when we meet a mutual Heart, 
Come in between, and bid us part. 
And wiſh, and wiſh the Soul away, 
*Till Youth and genial Years are flown, 
And all the Life of Life is gone. 
But baſy, buſy ftill art thou, 
To bind the loveleſe, joyleſs Vow, 


The 
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6361) 
The Heart from Pleaſure to delude, 


And join the gentle to the rude. 


For once, O Fortune! hear my Pray r, 
And I abſolve thy future Care; 
All other Wiſhes I refign, 


Make but the dear Amanda mine. 


F OR folded Flocks, and fruitful Plains, 
The Shepherd's and the Farmer's gains, 
Fair Britain all the World outvies : | 
And Pan, as in Arcadia, reigns, 
Where Pleaſure, mix'd with Profit, lies, 
Tho” Jaſon's Fleece was fam'd of old, 
The Britiſh Wool is growing Gold, 
No Mines can more of Wealth ſupply ; 


It keeps the Peaſant from the cold, 


And takes for Kings the Tyrian Dye. 
$0 M- G - 576. 6; 
OR Gold, and not Freedom, . Generals fight, 
Who clip from their Veterans Pay, Sir ; 
For Gold, and not Freedom, thoſe Journaliſts write, 
Who rave about deſpotick Sway, Sir: | 
Would Fate to their Wiſhes propitiouſly deign, 
And fill but their Coffers with Gold, Sir; 


The Pope then might fight, and the Devil might reign, 


For Fighter and Writer are ſold, Sir, 
S ON G 576. 
FOR haughty Phillis Thyrſis pines, 
In his pale Cheeks the Roſes fade 


The gaily-chearful Sports reſigns, 
And ſeeks the ſweetly-ſoothing Shade. 
Now by the Stream ſupine he lies, 
Or o'er the Mead does frantick ſtray; 
Or to the rocky Mountains hies, 
As Love directs the various Way. 
To Groves, to Streams, to Wilds, alone, 
The Fire that thrills his Veins reveals; 


Nor to the Rock pours forth his Moan, 


Since „ conceals. 
we i 


| 
| 
| 
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At length the Nymph for Thyrfis burns, 
And cools his ſwift- conſuming Flame: 
Pleas'd Thyrſis ſmiles, fad Phillis mourns, 
And rifing Bluſhes ſpeak their Shame. 


To mute Abodes the perjur'd Youth . 
No more repeats a Paſſion feign'd ; 
'The Village rings with the fad Truth, 
For Thyrſis boaſts a Conqueſt gain d. 
It only to the Field or Stream, 
When the kind Maid his Paſſion eas d 
Had Thyrſis told the golden Dream, 
Thea Phillis had not been diſpleas d. 


S © WS 299. 
OR Shame, no Diſputes o'er the Glaſs- then drink fair, 
At leaſt till we're all of us mellow; 
Of Fortune and Fate let us ne*er ſtand in | Fear, 
They're always kind to the Good-Fellow. 


In Bumpers of Red then let's drown all out Cares, 
In ſpite of Philoſophers Rules ; 

Who, for all their grey Hairs, their Learning and Years, 
At beſt, were but duil-thinking Fools. 


We muſt moiſten our Clay, while our Sand runs away, 
Behind us tco caſt all Sorrow : | 
Take a Bumper of Claret, and drink it to Day, 
Perhaps we may have none to morrow, 


Ss . 

ON the fake of ſomebody, 

For the ſuke of ſomebody, 
[ cou'd wake a Winter- night, 
For the ſake of ſomebody : 
I am gawn to ſeek a Wife, 

I am gawn to buy a Plaidy 3 
J have three ſilane of woo, 

Carling, is thy Daughter ready ? 
For the ſake of ſomebody, &c. 
Betty, laſſy, ſay't thy fell, 

Thy” thy Dame be ill to ſhoo, 
Firſt we'll buckle, then we'll tell, 

Let her flyte and ſyne come to: 


air, 


ars, 


ay, 


What 


3) 
What ſignifies a Mither's Gloom, 
When Love in Kiſſes come in play? 


Shou'd we wither in our Bloom, 


And in Simmer mak nae Hay ? 
For the ſake, &c. 


SAE. 

ti Lad, I carena by, 

Tho? I try my Luck with thee, 
Since ye are content to tye 

The haff-mark bridal Band wi” me; 
T1] flip hame and waſh my Feet, | 

And fteal on Linnings fair and clean, 
Syne at the tryſting Place we'll meet, 

To do but what my Dame — done, 
For the ſake, &c. 


Hz, 
Now my lovely Betty gives | 
Conſent in fic a heartſome Cate, 
It me frae a my Care relieves, 
And Doubts that gart me aft look blate 3 
Then let us gang and get the Grace, 
For they that have an Appetite 
Shou'd eat ;—and Lovers ſhou'd embrace; 
Tf theſe be Faults, *tis Nature $ wy te. 
For the ſake, &c. 


8 0 N 8 
Foibesr, bold Vouth, all's Heav'n here; 
And w hat you do aver, 


To others Courtſhip may appear, 
*Tis Sacrilege to her, 


She is a publick Deity: 
And were't not very odd, 
She ſhou'd deſpoſe herſelf to be 
A petty houſhold God ? 

Firſt make the Sun in private ſhine, 
And bid the World adieu, 

That ſo he may his Beams confine, 
In Complement to you. - 
| I'iz 
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But, if of that you do deſpair, 
Think how you've done amiſs, 

To ſtrive to fix her Beams, which are 
More bright and large than his. 


F Orbear, fond God, forbear your Dart, 
Seek not to wound a dying Heart ; 


At Chloe's Feet it gaſping lies, 
A bleeding Victim to her conqu ring Eyes. 


From her Death's ſuch a pleaſing Pain, 

I'd only live to die again; 

With Joy to him the Blow is given, 
That has fo nigh a Proſpect of his Heav'n. 


You and the little Loves all fly 

To light your Torches at her Eye; 

By her alone your Empires thrive, 

This Veſtal keeps Love's ſacred Fire alive. 
Then, Chloe, tis not ſtrange that you 
Weak Mortals yieldmg Hearts ſubdue, 
Since you another Venus prove, 


And give new Being to the God of Love. 


S oO N 581. 
F Orbid me not to enquire, 
Why you meet me here — ? 
Can Damon have Defire 
That he's afraid to own, 
That he's, &c. 
If not to behold the Beauty | 
Of the Flow'rs that crown the Spring, 
Proceed, and do your Duty, 
But do not name the Thi 
But do not, &c. 


As the Sun diſplays the Roſes, 
When the Beams play gently in, 

Your Phillis ne'er oppoſes, 

Nor thinks true Love a Sin, 

Nor thinks, &c. 


Then 


( 355 ) 
Then fear not my denying, 
Why ſhould'f thou fearful be Y 
Prevent more Torments flying, 
And thou ſhalt happy be, 
And thou, &c. 


On this Bank of Pinks and Lillies, 
Say no more of what you'd do, 
T'1l be your loving Phillis, 
And be belov'd by you, 
And be, &c. 
Then why ſhould I conceal it, 
Since my Eyes with yours do own, | 
Yet let us not reveal it, 
But in Pleaſures all alone, 
But in, &c. 


S 0K © - ci. 
Orgive, fair Creature, form'd to pleaſe, 
Forgive a wond' ring Youth's Deſire : 
Thoſe Charms, thoſe Virtues, when he ſees, 
How can he ſee, and not admire ? 


While each the other ſtill improves, 
The faireſt Face, the fairet Mind; 
Not, with the Proverb, he that loves, 
But he that loves you not, is blind, 


$ 0 N 8 585. 
F Orgive me, Chloe, if I dare 
Your Conduct difapprove ; 


The Gods have made you wondrous fair, = 
Not to diſdain but love, : 


Thoſe nice pernicicus Forms deſpiſe, 
That cheat you of your Bliſs ; 
Let Love inſtruct you to be wile, 
Whilſt Youth and Beauty is. 
Too late you will repent the Time 
You loſe by your Diſdain; 5 
The Slaves you ſcorn now, in your Prime, 
You'll ne“ er retrieve again: 


Then 11 3 Lor, 
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But, when thoſe Charms ſhall once decay, 
And Lovers diſappear, 
Deſpair and Envy will repay 
Your being now ſevere. | 
SO N G 584. 
Orſaken of my kindly Stars, 
Within this melancholy Grove, 
I waſte my Days and Nights in Tears, 
A Victim to ingrateful Love. 
The Happy till untimely end; 
Death flies from Grief, or x. ſhould I 
So many Hours in Sorrow ſpend, 
Wiſhing, alas! in vain to die? 


Ye Pow'rs, take Pity of my Pain, 


This, only this is my Deſire; 
Ah! take from Mira her Diſdain; 
Or let me with this Sigh expire. 

$ Q 05. 
F OR TH from my dark and diſmal Cell, 
Or from the dark Abyſs of Hell, 

Mad Tom is come to view the World again, 
To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper d Brain. 


Fears and Cares oppreſs my Soul ; 


Hark ! how the angry Furies how! ? 
Pluto laughs, and Proſerpine is glad, 
To ſee poor angry Tcm of Bedlam mad. 
Through the World I wander Night and Day, 
To find my ſtraggling Senſes. 
In an angry Mood I met old Time, 
With his Pentateuch of Tenſes : 
When me he ſpies away he flies, 
For Time will ſtay for no Man; 
In vain with Cries I tend the Skies, 
For Pity is not common. 


Cold and comfortleſs I be, 
Help! help! or elſe I die 
Hark! I hear Apollo's Team, 
The Carman gins to whiſtle ; 
Chafic Diana bends ber Bow, 
And the Boat begins to briſtle, 


Come 


(367) 
Come Vulcan, with Tools and with Tackle ; 
And knock off my troubleſome Shackle ; 
Bid Charles make ready his Wain, 
To bring me my Senſes again. 
Laſt Night I heard the Dog-ftar bark ; 
Mars met Venus in the Dark; 


Limping Vulcan heat an Iron-bar, 
And furiouſly made at the God of War ; 
Mars with his Weapon laid about ; 
Limping Vulcan had got the Gut; 
His broad Horns did ſo hang in his Light, 
That he could not ſee to aim his Blows aright. 
Mercury, the nimble Poſt of Heaven, 
Stood till to ſee the Quarrel ; 


_  Gorrel-belly'd Bacchus, Giant-like, 


Beftrid a Strong-Beer Barrel ; 
To me he drank whole Buts, 
Until he burſt his Guts, 
But mine were ne'er the wider. 
Poor Tom is very dry, | : 
A little Drink fer Charity. 


Hark! I hear Actæon's Hounds, 
The Huntſmen whoop and hollow ; ; 


Ringwood, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowman, 


All the Chace do follow. 


The Man in the Moon drinks Claret, 

Eats powder d Beef, Turnip, and Catrot; 
But a Cup of Malaga Sack 

Will fire the Buſh at his Back, 


3 0 WG . 


FOUR and twenty Fidlers all in a row, 


And there was fiddle, fiddle, and twice fiddle, fiddle, 
It is my Lady's Birth-Day, 
Therefore we keep Holiday, 

And come to be merry, 


Four and twenty Drummers all in a row, | 
And there was Rub a dub, rub, rub, rub, 


And there was fiddle, fddle, be. 
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Four and twenty Trumpeters all in a row, 
And there was Tantara rara, tantara, 

And there was rub a dub, &c. | 
Four and twenty Tabors and Pipes all in a — 
And there was whip and dub, 

And tantara rara, &c. 


Four and twenty Women all in a row, 


And there was tittle tattle, and twice prittle prattle, 
And whip and dub, &c. 

Four and twenty Singing- Maſters all in a row, 

And there was Fa, la, * la, Fa, la, la, la, la, 
And there was title, &c 

Four and twenty Fencing-Maſters all in a row, 

And this, and that, and down to the Legs clap, Sir, 
And cut em off, K 


Four and twenty Lawyers all in a row, 


And there was Omne quod exit in um damno, [&c. 


Sed plus damno decorum; and there was this and that, 
Four and twenty Vintners all in a row, 
And there was rare Claret and White, 

J ne' er drank worſe in my Life, 

And excellent good Canary, 

Drawn off the Lees cf Sherry, 
Tf you do not like it, Omne quod, &c. 


Four and twenty Parliament-Men all in a row, 
And there was Loyalts and Reaſon, 
Without one Word of Treaſon, 
And there was rare Claret, &c. 
Four and twenty Dutchmen all in row, 
And there was Alter Malter Vantor Dyken Shapen 
Kopen de Van Hogne Rottyck Vanton fick de Brille 


Van Boorflyck, Van Foorſtyck, — Van o- 
gan Herien Van Donk. 


Rare Claret and White, c. 


S O N 6. 837. | : 


F RAIL's the Bliſs of Woman, 
Fleeting as a Shade ; 

While we pity no Man, 

Goddeſles we re made: 


But 


at, 


apen 
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If our Favour's wan 8. 
To their Wants We re kind; 


Ruin' d by our granting, 
We no Favour find. 
Birds, for kind complying, 

Love their Females more; 


We're lov'd for denying, 


Scorn'd when we implore : 
While on ev'ry Tree, 


Cherry, Cherry, ſing the ſmall Birds, 


Happier far than we. 
S O0 N G 588. 
FREE from Confinement and Strife, 
I'll plow thro' the Ocean of Life, 
To ſeek new Delights, 
Where Beauty invites, 
But ne er be confin'd to a Wife. 
The Man that is free, 
Like a Veſſel at Sea, | 
After Conqueſt and Plunder may roam ; 
-But when either confin'd 
By Wife or by Wind, 
Tho' for Glory deſign'd, 
No Advantage they find, 
But rot in the Harbour at Home. 


S O N G 58g. 

F Reedom is a real Treaſure, 
| Love a Dream, all falſe and vain ; 
Short, uncertain is the Pleaſure, 

Sure and laſting is the Pain, 
A fincere and tender Paſſion 

Some ill Planet over-rules ; 
Ah, how blind is Inclination ! 

Fate and Women doat on Fools. 


SON G 590. 


F Reedom, thou greateſt Bleſſing, 


Why have I loſt thy Joys; 
Pining, no Reſt poſſeſſing, 
Grief all my Hours employs. 


(37) 


Thy Loſs now to my Eyes, \ 
A Flood of Tears will coſt ; \ 
Oh, why do we not prize s \ 
Our Treaſure till tis loſt! _ 
S O N G 591. 
ROM all uneaſy Paſſions free, 
Revenge, Ambition, Jealouſy, 
Contented I had been too bleſt, 
If Love and you would let me reft, 
Yet that dull Life I now deſpiſe ; 
Safe from your Eyes, 
I fear'd no Griefs, but, oh! I found no Joys. 
Amidſt a thouſand foft Defires, 
Which Beauty moves, and Love inſpires ; 
I feel ſuch Pangs of jealous Fear, 
No Heart ſo kind as mine can bear. 
Yet Ill defy the worſt of Harms; 
Such are thoſe Charms, 
*Tis worth a Life, to die within your Arms. 
2 © K Ge. 
F ROM barren Caledonian Lands, 
Where Famine uncontroul'd commands; 
The Rebel Clans in ſearch of Prey, 
Come over the Hills and far away. 
O'er the Hills and far away, 
O'er the Hills and far away, 
The Rebel Clans in ſearch of Prey, 
Come over the Hills and far away. 


Regardleſs whether wrong or right, 
For Booty (not for Fame) they fight, 
Banditti like, they ſtorm, they ſtay, 
They plunder, rob, and run away. 
O'er the Hills &c. | 
With theſe a vain Pretender's come, 
And perjur'd Traitors Dupes to Rome; 
Determin's all without delay, | 
To conquer, die, or run away. 
O'er the Hills &c. 
Tho? Popiſh Prieſts among us, rule 
Each weak, deceiv'd, believing Fool, 


* 


When 
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When 


Thus even and ſweet is her Temper I cry, 
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When Juſtice does her Sword diſplay, 
She'll drive theſe Locuſts far away. 
O'er the Hills &c. | 
Let Britons, firm in Freedom's Cauſe, 
Aſſert our Rights, ſupport our Laws, 
Defend our Faith, our King obey, 
And Treafon ſoon ſhall loſe its Way. 
O'er the Hills &c. | 
This Son of War with Martial Flame, 
Shall bravely merit laſting Fame: | 
Great George ſhall Britons Scepter ſway, 
And chace Rebellion far away. 
O'er the Hills &c. 
1 $0 1 6 $69% 
ROM beneath a cool Shade, by the Side of a Stream, 
Thus writes thy Theander, and thou art his Theme, 
Thy Beauties inſpiring, my Deareſt, Fl ſhew, | 
There's nothing in Nature ſo bounteous as you. 
Tho" Diſtance divides us, thy Beauties I ſee, 
Thoſe Beauties fo lov'd and admir'd by me 
Now, now I behold thee, ſweet, ſmiling, and pretty, 
O Gods, you've made nothing ſo fair as my Kitty. 
Come, lovely Idea, come fill my fond Arms, 
And whilſt I thus gaze on thy num*rous Charms, 
The beautiful Objects, which round me do lie, 
Grow fick at thy Preſence with Envy, and die. 
Now Flora the Meadows and Groves does adorn, 
With Flow'rs and Bloſſoms on every Thorn; 
But look on my Kitty ! there ſweetly does blow 
A Spring of more Beauties than Flora can ſhew. 
See, fee how that Roſe adorns the gay Puſh, 
And, proud of its Colour, would vie wich his Pluſh ;; 
Vain Buafter ! thy Beauties ſhall quickly decay, 
She bluſhes ——2nd fee how it withers away. 
Obſerve that fair Lily, the Pride of the Vale, 
In Whiteneſs unrival'd, now drcops and looks pale; 
It fickens and changes its beautiful Hue, 
And bows down its Head in Suomiſſion to you. 


As | gaze on the River that ſmoothly glides by, 
Thus | 


— 
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Thus clear is her Mind thus calm and ſerene, 

And Virtues like Gems at the Bottom are ſeen; 
But in vain I compare her, here's nothing ſo bright, 
And Night now approaches and hinders my Sight ; 
To Bed I muſt haſten, and there all her Charms, 


In ſofter Ideas, Ill bring to my Arms. 


s O N G 594. 


F RO M bright Amanela's Charms 


Ah! what Relief is found? 
She every way the Soul alarms, 
And never fails to wound. 


| Reaſon and Love, once Foes profeſs'd, 


Their utmoſt Forces join ; 
And make the moſt obdurate Breaſt, 
Confeſs her all divine. 
Whether ſhe ſpeaks, or looks, or moves, 
Strange Paſſion ſhe inſpires, 
Scorning the Arts of vulgar Loves, 
At once ſhe awes and fires. 
30 6 eas. 
F RO M fifteen Years fair Chloe wiſh' d, 
She dreamt and ſigh'd in vain; 
And hardly knew her Virgin Thoughts 
Were hankering after Man, 


Twas long before the harmleſs Maid 
Gueſs'd whence her Paſſion grew; 


But when ſhe had herſelf ſurvey d, 


The ſecret Cauſe ſhe knew. 
To Jove ſhe thus herſelf addreſs d, 
And humbly beg d his Aid; 
He kindly lent a liſt' ning Ear, 
While thus the Proftrate ſaid : 
Grant me, great Jove, a Huſband, rich, 
Gay, vig'rous, kind and young, 


A Churchman hot, a Tory true, 


And to his Party ſtrong. 

A Grudge the God did bear the Maid, 
He therefore thus did grant ; 

Be match'd, for Life, to an old Whig 
Of Merit and of Want. 


Enrag d, 
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Broken L 
Are the 
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Or 
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Enrag'd, the Nymph to Venus fled, 
Who eas'd the Devotee, 
And yoak'd her to a jolly Swain, 
From Want and Party free. 


SO N oo. 

FROM France, from Spain, from Rome I come, 

And from all Parts of Chriſtendom ; | | 
For to cure all ſtrange Diſeaſes, 
Come take Phyſick he that pleaſes ; 
Come ye broken Maids that ſcatter, 
And can never hold your Water, 

I can teach you it to keep 

And other Things are very meet, 

As groaning backward in your Sleep, 


Come an ugly dirty Whore, 
That is at leaſt threeſcore or more, 
Whoſe Face and Noſe ſtands all awry, 
As if you'd fear to pals her by: 
I can make her plump and young, 
Luſty, lively, and alſo ſtrong ; 
Honeſt, active, fic to wed, 
And can recal her Maidenhead 
All this is done as ſoon as ſaid. 


If any Man has got a Wife, | 
That makes him weary of his Life, 
With ſcolding, yewling in the Houſe, 
As tho? the Devil was turn'd looſe ; 
Let him but repair to me, 
I can cure her preſently : 
With one Pill Pi make her civil, 
And rid her Huſband of that Evil, 
Or ſend her headlong to the Devil. 


The Pox, the Palſy, and the Gout, 

Pains within, and Aches without; 

There is no Diſeaſe but I 

an find a preſent Remedy; 

Broken Legs and Arms, I'm ſure, 

Are the ca ſieſt Wounds I cure; 

Nay, more than that I will maintain, 
Break your Neck, I'll ſet it again, 

Or af« you nothing for my Pain, K k 
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Or if any Man has not 
The Heart to fight againſt the Scot; 
Til put him in one, if he be willing, 


Shall make him fight, and ne er fear killing; 


Or any that has been dead 
Seven long Vears and buried, 
Or I can him to Life reſtore, 


And make him as ſound as he was before, 


Elſe let him never truſt me more. 


If any Man defire to live 

A thouſand Ages, let him give 

Me a thouſand Pounds, and I 

Will warrant him Life until he die ; 

Nay more, I'll! teach him a better Trick, 


Shall keep him well, if he'll ne'er be flick; 


But if I no Money lee, | 
And he with Diſeaſes troubled be, 


Then he may thank himſelf, not me. 


FROM good Liquor neꝰ er ſhrink, 
In Friendſhip we'll drink, 


And drown all grim Care and pale Sorrow: 


Let us huſband to Day, 
For Time flies ſwift away, 
And no one's aſſur d of to morrow. 


Of all the gay Sages 
That grac'd the paſt Ages, 
Dad Noah the moſt did excel; 
Hie firſt planted the Vine, 
Fuft taſted the Wine, 

And got nobly drunk, as they tell. 
Say, why ſhould not we 
Get as boſky as he, 

Since here's Liquor as well will inſpire ! 
Then fill up my Glaſs, | 
I'll fee that it paſs 

To the Manes of that good old Sire. 


SONG 


SONG 
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S O N G Fps. 
FROM grave Leſſons and Reſtraint, 
I'm ſtole out to revel here; 
Yet I tremble and I pant, 
In the Middle of the Fair. 
Oh! wou'd Fortune in my Way 
Throw a Lover kind and gay, 


Now's the Time he ſoon may move 


A young Heart unus' d to Love. 
Shall I venture? no, no, no; 
Shall I from the Danger go? 

Oh! no, no, no, no, no; 

I muſt not try ; I cannot fly. 
Help me, Nature, help me Art, 
Why ſhould I deny my Heart? 
If a Lover will purſue, 

Like the wiſeſt let me do; 

I will fit him if he's true, 


I he's falſe I'll fit him too. 


S O N G x99. 


FROM me, dear Charles, inſpu'd with Ale, 


Io thee this Letter comes, 
To try if Scribling can prevail 
To moderate our Dooms : 
Tho? pent in Cage the Blackbird ſwings, 


Yet ſtill he hops, and ſtruts, and fings. 


With a fal lal, &c. 


Perhaps you'll wonder why I choſe, 


At this unlucky Time, 


To quit the looſe and eaſy Proſe, 


To tie my Thoughts in Rhime : 
For why, you'll ſay, ſince we're confin'e, 
Shou'd we lay Shackles on the Mind ? 
But fince, tho* bound on Barnet - tits, 

So lately we aftride, | 
Thro* hir'd Shouts of wide-mouth'd Cits, 

Without a Rein could ride: 
Sure Pegaſus, without'a Bit, 
To pinion'd Poets may ſubmit. 

V's 
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But, if the winged Steed ſnou'd reat, 
And ſtart into a Freak, 

We'll ſend for jolly Grenadier 

To lead him by the Cheek. 

Then we with corded Arms may ride, 

And fit, and think, and thump his Side. 


For Pegaſus, whilſt he cou'd ſoar, 

No Poets ever made, 

He flew Boztia o'er and o'er, 

Until he turn'd a jade 

His tired Hoof then ſpurn'd the Rock, 

And Helicon purſu'd the Stroke. 

So, when from Highgate-Hill I came, 
| In triumph thro' the Town, 

And jaded Palfrey, dull, and lame, 

At Marſhals ſet me down: 

Without the Wings, he had the Heel ; 

Thence, Ale and Beer, and Beer and Ale! 


Thus ſtrutting, full of heavy Grout, 
With Belch and Flegm replete, 
I ſend my Mufe to find thee out 

| At Newgate, or the Fleet ; 
Such EruQtations ſure demand | 
Some ſpeedy Comfort from thy Hand. 


For now, dear Charles, (my Freedom gone) 

This Priſon ſeems my Wife, 

I no Man fee to aid my Moan, 

| Hear nought but Noiſe and Strife : 

For (after all that can be ſaid) 

A Goal's a kind of being wed. 

Now I this Tale, to thee, have told, 

(Sure naught's a greater Curſe) 

That I this Goal muſt have and hold 

For better and for worſe ; 3 

Judge then, how bravely I ſhall quit 

The Marriage nooſe for Tyburn twitt. 

Mok if old Mopſa, who has loſt 

| Her Love, in Battle ſlain, 

Shou'd beg me from the three-leg'd Poſt, 
To fix me to her Twain, 
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So long ſuſpended I ſhou'd ſtand, 
The Cart wou'd drive—and I be bang' d. 
S O N G 600. 
RO M native Stalk the Province Roſe 
I pluckt with green Attire, 
But oh! upon its Graces hung 
A Flatus to Defire. 
A vile, deſtroying, preying Worm, 
Who ſhelter' d in the Leaf, 
Had robb'd me of the priſtine Joy, 
And prov'd the lucky Thief. 
So beauteous Nymphs too oft are found 
The vileſt Man to truſt ; | 
While conſtant Lovers plead in vain, 
And die for being juſt. 
$ O N G 501. 
FROM er the Park and Meadows fine, 
Juſt as the Sun does riſe, | 
To you who, till the Clock ſtrikes Nine, 
Do ne*er uncloſe your Eyes; 
Then over Snuff, and Tea, and News, 
Your Summer Hours contented loſe, 
*Tis ſweet to taſte the Morning Air, 
Where Fawns around one play, 
And Drops of Dew as Diamonds fair, 
Strew all the glitt'ring Way; 
To view the Hill, the Stream, the Trees, 
To hear the Birds, and feel the Breeze, 
The crowded- Street is your Delight, 
And rattling Coach to hear, 
The Watchman's ſolemn Watch, by Night, 
Is Muſick to your Ear: | 
You aſk not when the Violet blows, 
Nor care you for the op' ning Roſe. 
Here I, ſecure from Strife and Care, 
Seek, when the Ev'ning's nigh, 
My little Room that's clean and ſquare, 
And but one Story high ; 
Where Envy cannot find a Place, 
Nor Malice ſhew her fallow Face, 
K K 3 
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Let ſordid Minds, of Wealth poſſeſs d, 
To Mammon Altars raiſe; 
Ambition be with Power bleſs d, 
And Vanity with Praiſe ; 
But Fortune is a fickle Dame, 
And double-tongu'd, alas! is Fame. 


Give me, hard Pen' ry to chaſe 
From haunting of my Door, 
And let a chearful Temper grace 
My ſmall, but honeft Store, 
'To this do all my Withes tend, 
The uſeful Book, the faithful Friend. 


S 0 MN 0G. 6o2. 
F ROM Place to Place forlorn I go, 
With downcaft Eyes, a filent Shade 

Forbidden to declare my Woe ; 

To ſpeak, till ſpoken to, afraid. 
My inward Pang, my ſecret Grief, 

My ſoft conſenting Locks betray ; 
He loves, but gives me no Relief; 

Why ſpeaks not he wio may? 


$ O0 N 8 603. 
R OM rofie B wers, where fleeps the God of Love, 
Hither ye little waiting Cupid? fly; 

Teach me in ſoft meledious Song to move 

With tender Paffion my Heart's darling ſoy, 
Ah! let the Scu] of Mufick tune my Voice, 
To win dear Strephon, who my Soul enjoys. 
Or if more influencing 

Is to be briſk and airy, 
With a Step and a Bound, 
And a Friſk from the Ground, 

P1! trip like any Fairy. 
As once on Ida dancing 

Were three celeſtial Bodies, 
With an Air and a Face, 

And a Shape and a Grace, 

Til charm like Beauty's Goddeſs, 


Ah! ab! tis in vain, tis all m vain, 


Betth and Deſpair muſt end the fatal Pain; — Cold 


Cold 
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Cold Deſpair, diſguis'd like Froſt and Snow and Rain, 
Falls on my Breaft ; bleak Winds in Tempeſts blow, 
My Veins all ſhiver, and my Fingers glow ; 
My Pulſe beats a dead March for loſt Repoſe, 


And to a ſolid Lump of Ice my poor fond Heart is froze, 


Or fay, ye Powers, my Peace to crown, 
Shall I thaw myſelf, or drown 


Amongf the foaming Billows, 
Increaſing all with Tears I ſhed ? 


On Beds of Ooze and Chtyſtal Pillows, 


Lay down my love-fick Head. 
No, no, I'll ſtraight run mad, 

That ſoon my Heart will uam; 
When once the Senſe is fled, 

Love has no Pow'r to einem : 
Wild thro* the Woods PII fly, 

Robes, Locks ſhall thus be tore ; 
A thouſand Deaths I'll die, 

Ere thus in vain adore. 


S O N 6 604. 


FROM filent Shades, and the Elyſian Groves, 
Where ſad departed Spirits mourn their Loves ; 


From Chryſtal Streams, and from that Country where 
Jove crowns the Fields wich Flowers all the Year, 


Poor ſenſeleſs Beſs, cloath'd in her Rags and Folly, 


Is come to cure her love-fick Melancholy. 


Biight Cynthia kept her Revels late, 


While Mab, the fairy Queen, did dance; 3 
And Oberon did ſit in State, 


When Mars at Venus ran his Lance. 
In yonder Cowſlip lies my Dear, 

Intomb'd in liquid Gems of Dew; 
Each Day I'll water it with a Tear, 

Its fading Bloffom to renew, 
For fince my Love is dead, 


And all my Joys are gone ; 
Poor Beſs for his foke, 


A Garland will make, 
My Muſick ſhall be a Groan, u 
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I'll ay me down and die 
Within ſome hollow Tree; 

The Raven and the Cat, 

The Owl, and Bat, 

Shall warble forth my Elegy. 

Did you not ſee my Love, 

As he paſt by you? 

His two flaming Eyes, 

If he comes nigh you, | 

They will ſcorch up your Hearts ; 
Ladies, beware you, 

Left he ſhould dart a Glance, 

That may enſnare you. 

Harlk' hark ! I hear old Charon bawl, 
His Boat he will no longer ſtay; 

The Furies laſh their Whips, and call, 
Come, come away, come, come away. 
Poor Beſs will return 
To the Place whence ſhe came, 

Since the World is ſo mad, ſhe can hope for no Cure; 
For Love's grown a Bubble, 

A Shadow, a Name, 
Which Fools do admire, and wiſe Men endure. 


Cold and hungry am I grown, 

Ambroſia will I feed upon, 
Drink Nectar ftill and ag: 

Who is content, | 

Does all Sorrows prevent ; 

And Beſs, in her Straw, 

Whilſt foros from the Law, 


Ia her Thought is great as a King, 


F ROM that one Glance I +: 
O look again, and let me die : 

Kill me outright ; I cannot brook 

To live like one that's Planet-ftruck ; 

Bleſs me again with thoſe bright Rays, 

That ſhorten, yet make ſweet my Dogs, 
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O ſhoot more Lightning from thoſe Eyes, 
To ſhew you accept the Sacrifice | 
Of my poor Heart, which now doth burn, 
While I both Prieſt and Offering turn; 
Tu blame thoſe Eyes no more that prove 
My Ruin, fince they cauſe my Love. 
| S ON G 606. 
FROM Tyrant Laws and Cuſtoms free, 
We follow ſweet Variety, | 
By Turns we drink, and dance, and fing, 
Love for ever on the Wing. | . 
Why ſhould niggard Rules controul | 
Tranſports of the jovial Soul ? 
No dnil ſtinting Hour we own ; 
Pleaſure counts our Time alone. | 
| 8 O0 N G 697. 
FROM White's and Will's 
T6 purling Rills 
The love-fick Strephon flies 3 
There full of Woe 
His Numbers flow, 
And all in Rhyme he dies. 
| The fair Chquet, 
With feign'd Regret, 
Invites him back to Town ; 
But when in Tears 
The Youth appears, | 
She meets him with a Frown. 
Full oft the Maid 
This Prank had play'd, 
Till angry Strephon ſwore, 
And what 1s ftrange, 
The? loth to change, 
Wou'd never fee her more. 
3 O N 6 608. 
FRO WN not, my Dear, 
Nor be ſevere, | 
Becauſe I did Corinna kits ; 
For all the Intent 
Was Complement, | by 
And truly nothing elſe but this. 
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No ſingle Charm 
Of hers can warm, 
Like yours my whole devoted Heart; 
She can't ſubdue 
| My Soul like you, 
Nor ſuch Celeſtial Joy impart, 
Call me not baſe, 
In ſuch a Caſe, 
Nor mifinterpret my Deſign ; 
| For I averr, 
I love not her, 
But am with Reſignation thine. 
FULL Bags, a freſh Bottle, and a beautiful Face, 
Are the three greateſt Bleſſings poor Mortals embrace: 
But alas! we grow Muck-worms, if Bags do but fill, 
And a bonny gay Dame often ends in a Pill: 
Then heigh for briſk Claret, whoſe Pleaſures ne er waſte 3 
By a Bumper we're rich, and by two we are chaſte, 
| S O N G 61 
FE, Amarillis, ceaſe to grieve, 
Fye, fye, fye, fye, ceaſe, ceaſe to grieve, 
Fye, fye, fye, fye, ceaſe, ceaſe to grieve, 
For him thou never can' retrieve ; ' 
Wilt thou figh for one that flies thee, 
Wilt thou ſigh for one that flies thee ? 
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, ſcorn the Wretch, 
Scorn the Wretch, that Love denies thee, 
Scorn the Wretch, ſcorn the Wretch, 
That Love, that Love denies thee. 
Call Pride to thy Aid, and be not afraid, 
Of meeting a Swain that is kind ; 
As handſome as he, perhaps he may be, 
At leaft, at leaſt, a more generous Mind. 
As handſome as he, perhaps he may be, 
At leaft a more generous Mind. 


S O N G Gr 
let us a' to the Bridal, 
For there will be Lilting there; 
For Jockie's to be married to Maggie, 


| "The Lafs wi' the gowden Hair. And 
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And there will be Lang-kail and Pottage, 
And Bannocks of Barley-meal ; 
And there will be good ſawt Herring, 
To reliſh a Cog of good Ale, 
Fy let us a to the Bridal, &c. 
And there will be Sawney the Sutor, 
And Will wi' the meikle Mow ; 
And there will be Tam the Blutter, 
With Andrew the Tinker, I trow ; 
And there will be bow'd-legged Robbie, 
With thumbleſs Katie's gued Man; 
And there will be blue-cheeked Dowbie, 
And Lawrie the Laird of the Land, 
Fy let us, &c. 
And there will be Sow-libber Patie, 
And plucky-fac'd Wat i' the Mill, 
Capper-nos'd Francie and Gibbie, 
That wins in the How of the Hill; 
And there will be Alaſter Sibbie, 
Wha in with black Beſſy did mool, 
With ſnivelling Lilly and Tibby, 
The Laſs that ſtands aft on the Stool, 
Fy let us, &c. 


And Madge that was ; buckled to Steenie, 
And coft him gray Breeks to his Arſe, 
Wha after was hangit for ſtealing, | 
Great Mercy it hoppen'd nae warſe: 
And there will be gleed Geordy Janners, 
And Kirſh with the Lily white Leg, 
Wha gade to the South tor Manners, 
And bang'd up her Wame in Mons-meg. 
Fy let us, &c. 
And there will be Juden Macklawrie, 
And blinkin daft Barbara Mackley, 
Wi flae-lugged ſharny-tac'd Lawrie, 
And ſhangy- mou'd halucket Meg, 
And there will be happer-ars'd Nanſy, 
And fairy-fac'd Flowrie by Name, 
Muck Madie, and fat-hippit Griſy, 
The Laſs wi' the gowden Wame, 
Fy let us, &c. And 
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And there will be Girn-again Gibbie, 


With his glakit Wife Jenny Bell, 
And miſle-ſhin'd Mungo Mackapie, 
The Lad that was Skipper himſel. 
There Lads and Laſſes in Pearlings 
Will feaſt in the Heart of the Ha', 
On Sybows, and Rifarts, and Carlings, 
That are baith ſudden and raw. 
Fy let us, &c, _- | 


And there will be Fadges and Brachen, 
With furth of good Cabbocks of Skate, 

Powſowdy, and Drammock, and Crowdy, 
And caller Nowt-feet in a Plate. 

And there will be Partans and Buckies, 

And Whytens and Speldings enew, 


With finget Sheeps-heads, and a Haggies, 


And Scadlips to ſup till ye ſpew. 
Fy let us, &c, | 
Asd there will be lapper'd milk Kebbucks, 
And Sowens, and Farles, and Baps, 
With Swats, and weil ſcraped Paunches, 
And Brandy in Stoups and in Caps: 
And there will be Meal-kail and Caftocks, 
With Skink to ſup till ye rive, 
And Roaſts to roaſt on a Brander, 
Of Flewks that were taken alive, 
Fy let us, &c. 


Scrapt Haddocks, Wilks, Dulce and Tangle, 


And a Mill of good Sniſhing to prie. 
When weary with eating and drinking, 
We'll riſe up and dance till we die. 

Then fy let us a' to the Bridal, 
For there will be Lilting there, 

For Jockie's to be married to Maggie, 
The Laſs wi the gowden Hair. 


$. 0 N G 612, 
F YE! Liza, ſcorn the little Arts, 
Which meaner Beauties uſe, 
Who think they ne'er tecure cur Hearts, 


Ugleſs they ill retute ; 
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Are coy and ſhy; will ſeem to frown, 
To raiſe our Paſſion higher; 

But when the poor Delight is known, 
It quickly palls Defire 


Come, let's not trifle Time away, 

Or ſtop you know not why; 
Your Bluſhes and your Ey:s betray 

What Death you mean to die ! 
Let all your Maiden Fears be gone, 

And Love no more be croſt : 
Ah! Liza, when the Joys are known, 

You'll curie the Minutes paſt, 

S. O N23. 
(73 Aﬀer and Cammer were faſt in their Neſt, 
And all the young Fry of their Cribs were poſſeſt, 

Spot, Whitefoot, and Puſs, in the Aſhes were laid, 
And a blinking Ruſh-Candle juſt over their Head. 
Urſla was ſcouring her Diſhes ond Platter, 
Preparing to make her good Friend the Hog fatter ; 
Greas'd up to the Elbow, as much to the Eye, 
Till her embroider'd Clothes were ready to fry. 
Roger the Plowman i'th* Chimney hy ſnoring, 
Till Cupid, fore vex'd at his clow:h adoring, 
Did firaightway convey to the great Logger- head 
The whilp'ring News, that they were all a- bed, 
Up flarted ROE: and rubbing his Eyes, 
Straight to his dear Uiſla in Paſſion be hies; 
Then leaning his Elbow on Urſ]a's broad Back, 
Complain'd that his Heart was ready to crack. 
Uh, being vex'd at the Weight of her Love, 
Cry'd, Cupid, why doſt thou thus treacherous prove? 
In an angry Mood then ſhe turn'd her about, 
And the Diſh-clout lapt over the Face of the Lout. 
Roger k'ing angry at ſuch an Aﬀront, 
And not at all minding of what might come on't, 
He gave ber a Kick, with ſuch wondrous Mettle, 
As tumbl'd poor Urija quite over the Kettle. 

his Noiſe and Rumbling ſet Gaffer awaking, 

ind tearing, leſt Thieves had been N Bacon, 
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With a Pur down the Stairs, in a trice he came ſtumbli 
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Where he found Roger gaping, while Urſla lay tumbling. 


Pox take you, quoth he, for a Rogue and a Whore ; 
So turn'd the poor Lovers quite out of the Door, 


Not minding the Rain, nor the cold wind 
To finiſh their Loves in a Hog- ſtye together, 


S O N G 614. 


(CG Ainſt Keepers we petition, 


Who would encloſe the Common : 


*Tis enough to raiſe Sedition 


In 


a free-born Subject, Woman, 


Becauſe for his Gold 
I my Body have ſole, 
He thinks I'm a Slave for Lite ; 
He rants, domineers, 
He ſwaggers and ſwears, | 
And would keep me as bare as his Wife, 
*Gainft Keepers we petition, 
"Tis honeſt and fair, 
That a Feaſt I prepare, 
But when his dull Appetite's o'er, 
I'll treat with the ret 
Some welcomer Gueſt, 
For the Reck'ning was paid me before. 


G4 
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ther your Roſe-buds, while you may, 
Old Time is till a flying; 


And that ſame Flow'r that ſmiles to Day 
To- morrow will be dying. 
The glorious Lamp of Heav'n, the Sun, 
The higher he is getting, 
The ſooner will his Race be run, 
And nearer he's to ſetting. 


That 


Age is beſt, that is the firſt, 


While Youth and Blood are warmer; 
Expect not then · the laſt and worſt 
Time ſtill ſucceeds the former. 


Then 


be not coy, but uſe your Time, 


And while you may, go marry; 
For having once but loſt your Prime, 


Tou may for ever tarry, 


SONG 
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38 ON 8 616. 
G4 Y Bacchus, liking Eftcourt's Wine, 
A noble Meal beſpoke ; 
And for the Gueſts that were to dine, 
Brought Comus, Love, and Joke. 


The God near Cupid drew his Chair, 


And Joke near Comus plac'd ; 


Thus Wine makes Love forget its Care, 


And Mirth exalts a Feaft. 


The more to pleaſe each ſprightly God, 


Each ſweet engaging Grace 

Put on ſome Cloaths to come abroad, 

And took a Waiter's Place. 

Then Cupid nam'd at ev'ry Glaſs 
A Lady of the Sky, 

While Bacchus ſwore he'd drink the Laſs, 
And had it Bumper high. 

Fat Comus toft his Brimmer o'er, 
And always got the moſt ; 

For Joke took care to fill him more, 
Whene er he miſs'd the Toaſt. 

They call'd, and drank at ev'ry Touch, 
Then fill'd and drank again; | 

And if the Gods can take too much, 
"Tis ſaid, they did ſo then. 

Free Jeſts run all the Table round, 
And with the Wiae conſpire, 

(While they by ly Reflection wound) 
To ſet their Heads on fire. 

Gay Bacchus little Cupid ſtung, 
By reck' ning his Deceits ; 


And Cupid mock'd his ſtamm' ring Tongue, 


With all his ſtagg ring Gaits. | 
Joke droll'd on Comus' greedy Ways, 

And Tales without a Jeſt ; ES 
While Comus call'd his witty Plays 

But Waggeries at beſt, 


Llz 
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Such Talk ſoon ſet them all at Odds, 
And had I Homer's Pen, 
F'd fing ye how they drank like Gods, 
And how they fought like Men. 


To part the Fray, the Graces fly, 
Who make them ſoon agree; 

And had the Furies ſelves been nigh, 
They ſtill were three to three. 

Bacchus appear'd, rais'd Cupid up, 
And gave him back his Bow; 

But kept ſome Dart to tir the Cop | 
Where Sack and Sugar flow, 

Joke, taking Comus roſy Crown, 
In Triumph wore the Prize, 

And thrice in Mirth he puſh'd him down, 
As thrice he ſtrove to riſe. 


Then Cupid ſought the Myrtle Grove 
Where Venus did recline, | 
And Beauty, cloſe embracing Love, 
They join'd to rail at Wine. 
And Comus, loudy curſing Wit, 
Roll's eff to ſome Retreat, 
Where boon Companions gravely fie 
In fat unweildy State. 
Bacchus and Joke, who ſtay behind, 
For one freſh Glaſs prepare: 
They kiſs, and are exceeding kind, 
And vow to be fincere. 
But part in time, whoever hear 
This our inſtructive Song: 
For tho? ch Friendſhips may be dear, 
They can't continue long. | 


S ON G 6ry. 


AY, kind, and airy, ſweet is a Lover, | 
Sweet! is a Lover, gay, kind, and airy; 


But when we merry, 
Too ſoon we yary, 


Courting and ſporting are all over. 


N 
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GAY Myra has two Winters been 
The Flame of all the Town; 

By all admir'd where er ſhe's ſeen, 

By all ador'd when known. 
No Beauty, be ſhe e er ſo fair, 

With Myra dares diſpute ; 


The very Prudes all ſilenc'd are, 


And Envy's Self is mute. 

Tho' thouſands own her pow rful Eyes, 
Thouſands for Pity 1 | a 
The Nymph old Conqueſts does deſpiſe, 

And ſighing, longs for new. 
Thus Philip's Son, the World ſubdu d, 
To true Enjayment blind, 
Wept, as the abje& Earth he view'd, 
And others wiſh'd to find. | 
A thouſand Kingdoms own'd him Lord, 
None felt his milder Reign ; 
In forc'd Obedience all accord, 
All jain to curſe his Chain : 
Much longer, happier he'd have ru!'d 
O' er a ſelected Part. 
Then Myra, e' er my Love be cool'd 
Select a faithful Heart. 
By Gratitude, thus join'd to Love, 
My Flame will ſtronger grow; 
By Age, your Face a Change muſt prove, 
No Change my Heart ſhall know: 
Perſwaded, if againſt Threeſcore 
This Remedy you'll try, | 
Believe that none e er lov'd you more, 
Or longer ſhall then I, 
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GAY Myra, Toaſt of all the Town, | 
By powder'd Fops encircled round, 
Charms ev'ry Beau, yet's charm'd by none, 
Charms ev'ry Beau, yet's charm'd by none. 
At Park, at Play, at Maſquerade, 
She gains the Prize * my Maid, 
| 3 


1 

And when the ſings, her Voce ſo elear, 

With Harmony does glad the Ear; 

For thrilling Sounds dwell on her Tongue, 
For thrilling Sounds dwell on her Tongue. 
Fidelio, grae'd with ev'ry Charm, 

That cou'd the Heart of Virgin warm, 
For Myra figh'd, for her alone, 

For Myra, Ke. 

Yet wou' d not Pity touch the Fair 

To gently ſooth his deep Deſpair ; 

And tho' ſhe ever frown'd Diſdain, 

He ſtill muſt languiſh, tho? in vain ; 
For ſweeteſt Sounds dwell on her Tongue, 
For ſweeteſt, &c. 

Papilio ſmart, with flutt*ring Air, 

Breath'd artfully his mimick Care 3 
With gaudy Charms the Fopling ſhone, 
With gaudy, &c. 

No one like him could fing or dance, 

Tlue Spark was newly come from France, 

He ap'd, careſs'd, and fondly fwore, 

He never lov'd a Belle before; 

For melting Sounds dwelt on her Tongue, 

For melting, &c. 

Cordelio, gen'rous, prudent, wiſe, 

The ſprightly Dame did thus adviſe, 
Young Florio's borrow'd Love to ſhum, 
Young Florio's, &c. 

_ Since falſe Papilio forn wou'd prove, 
And was not worthy of ker Love ; 
Fidelio's Flame was ch: fe and pure, 
And wou'd *till ebbing Life endure ; 

His Heart ſincere as was his Tongue, 

His Heart, &c. 


At length with futt'ring Courtſmp cloy'd, 


And faithleſs Vows, of Paſſion void, 
She found ſhe'd been 2mus'd too long: 
She found, &c. | 

She Florio told, he ne'er was true ; 

Papilio, he was falle the karw ; 


Fidelio | 


io * 


( 397) 
Fidelio's Sighs ſhe muſt approve | 
And when ſhe crown'd his conftant Love, 
Enchanting Sounds dwelt on her Tongue, 
Enchanting Sounds, &c. | 
$ 0 N G 620. 
Enius of England, from thy pleaſant Bow'r of — 
Ariſe, and ſpread thy ſacred Wings, 
Guard, guard from Foes the Britiſn State, 
Thou, on whoſe Smiles do wait 
Th' uncertain happy Fate 
Of Monarchies and Kings, 


Then follow, brave Boys, then follow, brave Boys, to the 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, [ Wars; 
Follow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars, ; 
Follow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars ; 
The Laurel you know is the Prize, 
The Laurel you know is the Prize, 
Who brings home the nobleſt, the nobleſt, 
The nobleſt Scars, looks fineſt in Celia's Eyes. 


Then ſhake off your flothful Eaſe, 
Let Glory, let Glory, let Glory inſpite your Hearts 3 

Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 

Is the nobleſt cf all other Arts; J 

Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 

Is the nobleſt of all other Arts. 
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8 Eneroue, gay, and gallant Nation, 
Bold in Arms, and bright in Arts; 
Land ſecure from all Invaſion, 
All but Cupid's gentle Darts: 
From your Charms, oh who would run! 
Who would leave you for the Sun! 
Happy Soil! adieu, adieu: 
Let old Charmers yield to new. 
In Arms, in Arts, be ſtill more ſhining, 
All your Joys be ſtill encreafing, 
All your Taſtes be ſtill refining, 


All your Jars for ever ceafing; 
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But let old Charmers yield to new, 
Happy Soil! adieu, adieu. 
S O N G 622 
G En! rous Wine, and a Friend in whom I can confide, 
And a cleanly bright Girl I wou'd have for my Bride: 
I'll keep a Brace of Geldings, 
An eaſy Pad to pleaſe my Spouſe ; 
Kind Fate, what more I aſk, 
Ne'er to want my dear Flaſk, 
And in friendly Bumpers ever briſkly ca 
S ON G 623. 
(CG Entee! i Fn, 
Conduct and Equipage, 
Noble by Heritage, 
Generous, and free ; 
Brave, not romantick ; 
Learn'd, not pedantick ; 
Frolick, not frantick ; 
This muſt be he. 
Honour maintaining, 
Meanneſs diſdaining, 
Still entertaining, 
Engaging and new: 
Neat, but not finical ; 
Sage, but not cynical ; 
Never tyrannical, 
But ever true. 
S O N G 624. 
G Entle Air, thou Breath of Lovers, 
Vapour from a ſecret Fire, 


Which by thee itſelf diſcovers, 


Ere yet dating to aſpire. 

Soſteſt Note of whiſper'd Anguiſh, 
Harmony's refined Part, | 

Striking, while thou ſeem' to languiſh, 
Full upon the Lift'ner's Heart. 

Softeſt Meſſenger of Paſſion, | 
Stealing thro' a Cloud of Spies, 

Who conſtrain the outward Faſhion, 
Cloſe the Lips, and guard the Eyes. 
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Shapeleſs Sigh, we ne'er can ſhow thee, 

Form' d but to aſſault the Ear; | 
Yet, ere to their Coſt they know thee, | 

Ev'ry Nymph may read thee .... here, 
| 3 0 WF © Gag: 

Entle Gales, that fan the May, 

Quiv'ring on the bloomy Spray; 

No more the Woods with Whiſpers fill, | 

All be filent, all be till. | 
Then riſe at once, and murm' ring blow, 

Hollow, diſmal, deep, and low; 
Turn Companions of my Groans, 
And fill the Mountains with our Moons, 

„ 3 0 N s. 
C3 Entle God of pleaſing Pains, 
God of Love and ſoothing Joy*, | | 

Fly where Flora matchleſs reigns : | 

Tell her Sttephon loving dies, 
On her cold and ſnowy Breaſt 
Let thy filken Pinions reſt. 


In melting Whiſpers, moving Sounds, 


Softeſt Wiſhes, gentle Sighs, 

Tell her, ſhe reſiſtleſs wounds 
With the Lightning of her Eyes: 

Sweetly pleading, Pity move, 

Pleaſing, pa inful God of Love! 

Whilſt for me you're fondly ſuing, 
Gentle God of Love beware, 

Left you meet your own undoing, 
Flora's ſo divinely fair. 

What, if ſhe thyſelf diſarms ? 

She has more than Pſyche's Charms ! 

0 0 @& © a3. 
Entle Love, this Hour befriend me, 
To my Eyes reſign thy Dart ; 

Notes of melting Muſic lend me, 
To diſſolve a frozen Heart. 

Chill as Mountain Snow her Boſom, 
Tho? I tender Language ule ; 

»Tis by cold Indiff rence frozen 

To my Arms, and to my Muſe, See 


e 
See my dying Eyes are pleading 
Where a broken Heart appears, 
For thy Pity interceding 
With the Eloquence of Tears. 
While the Lamp of Life is fading, 
And beneath thy Coldneſs dies, 
Death, my ebbing Pulſe invading, 
Take my Soul into thy Eyes. 
S O N G 623. 
G Entle Zephyr come away! 
On this ſweet, this ſilent Grove, 
Sacred to the Muſe and Love, 
In ſofteſt whiſper d Murmurs play. 
Come, let thy ſoft thy balmy Breeze 
Diffuſe the vernal Sweets around 
From ſprouting Flow'rs, and bloſſom' d Trees, 
While echoing Hills and Vales reſound 
With Notes, which wing'd Muſicians ſing 
In Honour to the Bloom of Spring. 
Lovely Seaſon of Deſire ! 
Nature ſmiles with Joy to ſee 
The am'rous Months led on by thee, 
That kindly wake her genial Fire. 
The brighteſt Object in the Skies, 
The faireſt Lights that ſhine below, 
The Sun, and Myra's charming Eyes, 
At thy Return more charmiag grow; 
With double Glory they appear 
To warm and grace the infant Year. 
| S O N G 629. 
| (Cz Entle Zepbyrs, ſilent Glades, : 
By Purling Streams, and cooling Shades, 
Senſes pleaſing, 
Pains appeaſing, 
Love each tender Breaſt invades. 


Here the Graces Beauties bring, 
Here the warbling Choiriſts ſing; 
Love inſpiring, 
All deſiring 
To adorn the infant Spring. 
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Here behold the am' rous Swains, 
Free from Ariguiſh, free from Pains ; 
Nymphs complying, 
Cares defying, | 
Venus ſmiling glads the Plains, 
Let us not, too charming Fair, 
Be the only hapleſs Pair, 
O relieve me ! 
Ceaſe to grieve me; 
Eaſe your anxious Lover's Care. 
Kindly here indulge my Love; 
*T1s, my Dear, no tattling Grove; 
Not revealing, | 
| But concealing ; 
All to Love propitious prove. 
In thy Air and charming Face 
Dwells an irreſiſtleſs Grace, 
Ever charming, 
Love alarming, 
To purſue the bliſsful Chace, 
Let me touch this panting Breaſt ; 
Here for ever let me reſt, 
Bliſs enjoying, 
Never cloying, 
Ever loving, ever bleſt. 


8 Ently hear me, charming Fair, 
Ever kind, and ever dear: 
All my dying Pains remove, 
Chloe, ſmile, and ſay, you love. 
On your Boſom let me lay, 
Sigh and gaze my Soul away. 
Balmy Kiſſes, powerful Joys, 
Such as Death, nor Time deſtroys, 
Oh! my deareſt fair one, give, 
So I ever bleſt ſhall live, 
More than Gods in Heav'n can be 
Thou alone art Heav'n to me, 
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G Ently ſtir and blow the Fire, 
Lay the Mutton down to roaſt, 

Dreſs it quickly I defire, 

In the Dripping put a Toaſt, 
That J Hunger may remove 
Mutton is the Meat I love. 
On the Dreſſer ſee it lie, | 

Oh! he charming white and ted 
Finer Meat ne'er met my Eye, 

On the ſweeteſt Graſs it fed: 
Let the Jack go ſwiftly round, 
Let me have it nicely brown d. 


On the Table ſpread the Cloth, 
Let the Knives be ſharp and clean: 
Pickles get, and Sallad both, 

Let them each be freſh and green; 
With ſmall Beer, good Ale, and Wine, 
Oh! ye Gods! how I ſhall dine 

SO N G 622. 
G Ently touch the warbling Lyre, 
Chloe ſeems inclin'd to Reſt; 
Fill her Soul with fond Deſire, 

Softeſt Notes will ſooth her Breaſt ; 
Pleafing Dreams aſſiſt in Love 3; _ 

Let them all propitious prove. 
On the moſſy Bank the hes, 

(Nature's verdant Velvet Bed,) 
Bezuteous Flowers meet her Eyes, 

Forming Pillows for her Head : 
Zephyrs waft their Odours round, 

And indulging Whiſpers ſound. 
S O N 8 633. 
GHOSTS of es'ry Occupation, 
Ev'ry Rank, and ev'ry Nation, 
Some with Crimes all foul and ſpotted, 
Some to happier Climes allotted, 
Preſs the Stygian Lake to paſs. 


Here a Soldier roars like Thunder, 


Prates of Wenches, Wine, and Plunder: 


emer 
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Stateſmen here the Times accufing ; 
Poets Senſe for Rhimes abuſing 3 
Lawyers chatt' ring, 
Courtiers flatt' ring, 
Bullies ranting, 
Tealots canting, 
Knaves and Fools of e ery Claſs ! 
S O N G 634. 
GTE mea Laſs with a Lump of Land, 
And we for Life ſhall gang the gither, 
Tho' daft or wiſe, I'll never demand, 
Or black or fair it makſna whether. 
I'm aff with Wit, and Beauty will fade, 
And Blood alone is no worth a Shilling ; 
But the that's rich, her Market's made, 
For ilka Charm about her is killing, 


Gre me a Laſs with a Lump of Land, 


And in my Boſom I'il hug my Treaſure : 
Gin I had anes her Gear in my Hand, 

Should Love turn dcwf, it will find Pleaſure, 
Laugh on wha likes, but there's my Hand, 

J hate with Poortith, tho? bonny, to meddle, 
Unleſs they bring Caſh, or a Lump of Land, 

They'ſe ne er get me to dance to their Fiddle, 
There's meikle gond Love in Bands and Bags, 

And Siller and Gowd's a ſweet Complexion ; 
But Beauty and Wit, and Virtue in Rage, 
Have tint the Art of gaining Affection: 
Love tips his Arrows with Woods and Parks, 


And Caſtles and Riggs, and Muirs and Meadows, 


And naithing can catch our modern Sparks, 
But well- tocher d Laſſes or jointer d Widows, 


S O N G 635. 
G Tlderoy was a bonny Boy, 
Had Roſes till his Shoon, 

His Stockings made of the fineſt Silk, 

His Garters hanging down: 
It were a comely Sight to ſee, 

He were ſo trim a Boy ; 
He was my Joy and Heart's Delight, 


My handfome Gilderoy. M m 
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Oh! ſike charming Eyne be had, 
A Breath as ſweet as Roſe, 

Fe never wore a Highland Plad, 
But coſtly filken Clothes. 

He gain'd the Love of Ladies gay, 
There's none to him was coy ; 
Ay, wae is me, Iſe mourn this Day, 

For my dear Gilderoy. 


My Gilderoy and.I were born 
Both in one Town together, 

Not paſſing ſeven Y ear: ago, 
Since one did love each other: 

Our Daddies and our Mammies both 
Were cloth'd with muckle Joy, 

To think upon the Bridal-Day 
*Twixt me and Gilderoy, 

For Gilderoy, that Love of mine, 
Gued faith Iſe freely bought 

A Wedding-ſark of Holland fine, 
With filken Flow'rs wrought ; 

And he gave me a Wedding Ring, 
Which I receiv'd with Joy : 

No Lads or Laſſes e er could ſing, 
Like me and Gilderoy. 

In muckle Joy we ſpent our Time 
Till we were both fixteen, 

Then gently he did lay me down 
Among the Leaves fo green : 

When he had done what he could do, 
He roſe and gang d his Way, 

But ever ſince I Icv'd the Man, 
My handſome Gilderoy. 


While we did both together play, 
He kiſe'd me ober and o'er ; 
Gued Faith it was as blithe a Day 
As e er I ſaw before; 
He fill d my Heart in ev'ry Vein 
With Love and mickle Joy; 
But when ſhall 1 behold again | 
Mine own ſweet Gilderoy ? "Tis 


Tis 
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"Tis pity Men ſhould e' er be hang'd 
That take up Women's Geer, 


Or for their pilfering Sheep or Calf, 


Or ſtealing Cow or Mare. 


Had not our Laws been made fo ſtrict, 
Is*d never loſt my Joy, 

Who was my Love and Heart's Delight, 
My handſome Gilderoy. 

Cauſe Gilderoy had done amiſa, 
Muſt he be puniſh'd then? 

What kind of Cruelty is this, 
To hang ſuch handſume Men! 


The Power of the Scottiſh Land, 
A ſweet and lovely Boy: 
He likewiſe had a Lady's Hand, 
My handſcme Gilderoy. 
At Leith they took my Gilderoy, 
And there God- wot they bang d him, 
Carry'd him to fair Edinburgh, 


And there God-wot they hang d himy 


They hang' d him up above the reſt, 
He was ſo trim a Boy, 

My only Lovg am Heart's Delight, 
My Bilderoy. 

Thus having yi up his Breath, 
In Cypreſs he was laid; 

Then for my deareſt, after Death, 
A Funeral 1 made : 

Over his Grave a Marble-Stone 
I fixed for my Joy, 

Now I am left to weep alone 
For my dear Gilderoy. 


s O N G 636. 


GiNye meet s bonny Laſſe, | 
Gi'e her a Kiſs, and let her gae; 
But if ye meet a dirty Huſly, 
Fie gar rub her o'er wi” Strae. 
MmZ 
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Be ſure ye dinna quat the Grip 
Of ilka Joy, when ye are young, 
| Before auld Age your Vitals nip, 
And lay ye twafald o'er a Rung. 


Sweet Youth's a blyth a heartſome Time, 
Then, Lads and Laſſes, while tis May, 
Gae pu' the Gowan in its Prime, 
Before it wither and decav. 


Watch the faſt Minutes of Delyte, 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her Breath, 
And Kiſſes, laying a' the wyte 
On you, if the kep ony Skaith. 
Haith ye're ill- bred, ſhe'll ſmiling ſay, 
Ve ll worry me, ye greedy Rook; 
Syne frae your Arms ſhe'll rin away, 
And hide herſelf in ſome dark Nook. 


Her laugh will lead you to the Place, 
Where lies the Happineſs ye want, 
And plainly tell you to your Face, 
Nineteen Na-fays are haff a Grant. 
Now to her heaving Boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a Kiſs ; 
Frae her fair Finger whoop a Ring 
As Taiken of a future Bliſs, 


Theſe Beniſons, I'm very ſure, ; 
Are of the Gods indulgent Grant; 
Then, ſurly Carles, whiſht, forbear 

To plague us with your whining Cant. 


S O N G 637. 
8 IRLS, beſure, make Man ſecure, 
Be never coy in Carriage; 
Put on each Grace and taking Lure, 
And when he offers Marriage, 
Make no Refuſes, 
And faint Excuſes, 
But kindly hug the Proffer ; 
Let Inclination then prevail, | 
A ſeeming Slight may turn the Scale, 
And ſhe will die a Maiden ſtale, 


That ever refuſes the Offer, 8 0 N G 
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81 VE ear, you ſony of Britain, 
Of greater Crimes I ſing, 
Than ever before were writ on, 
Since the Time of a Queen or a'King, 
All done by John Duke of Mazlborough. 


Moſt men have ſome Ambition, 
In this dead Time of News, 
To tell of the Depoſition 
Of Chriſtians and eke of Jews 
Againſt John Duke of Marlborough, | 


This Man by Conftitution 
Was made for Liberty ; 
He helped the Late Revolution, 
On purpoſe to hurt - Popery, 
Did this John Duke of Marlborough, 
The next great Crime of many, 
His troubleſome Pride to ſhow, 
Was marching to high Germany, 
Where he gave them that damnable Blow. 
Did this John Duke of Marlborough. 


And more to mend the Matter, 
To his Shame and preat Noproach, 
An Army he made take Water, 
And their General ſent by a Coach. 
All proved on Jhon Duke of Marlborough. 
To ſhew his whip Devotion, 
In keeping the Sabbath-day z 
He the Murder at Ramelly began, 
All upon a Whitſunday. 
O heatheniſh John Duke of Marlborough! | 


Tho" buſy on his Slaughtering, 
His Avarice ran fo high; | =, 
That rather than ſpare the moſt chriſtian King, 
He ten thouſand Pounds gave to a Spy. | 
| O covetous John Duke of Marlborough ! | | 
At Oudenard fo ill to treat Foes, | 
And make poor Widows of Wives; | 
He took a Delight to beat thoſe, 
M m3 
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That never beat him in their Lives. 
O bullying John Duke of Marlborough! 
Bouflers, a civil Man, 
And ſafe in his Trenckes cloſe, 
From Mons he made run like a Footman, 
Tho' bulwark'd as high as his Noſe, 
Uncivil John Duke of — Ly 
To tender Chriſtian Ear, 
When Crimes like theſe ſhall come; 
I know not how they Abroad may appear 
I'm ſure they ſound odly at Home, 
Theſe Deeds of John Duke of Marlborough. 


Some Facts to make the French undone, 
I ve proved upon him well; 
And truly what *tis he has not done, 
Impoſſible tis to tell 
Of this John Duke of Marlborough, 
To prove that all theſe things are fo, 
And not what Folks deviſe ; 
Was he ever the Man that — ſpared the Foe, 
Or ever affronted the Allies? 
This ſame John Dulce of Marlborough. 
Ghent, Bruges, and Tournay, 
And of late the ſtrong Bouchain, 
He of his own head made obey, 
Tho? wanting his Brother 
Hot- headed John Duke of Marlborough! 
Of theſe immortal Things he brags, 
_ *Cauſe we take no notice at all; 
You ſee with his pitiful French bloody Rags, 
How he litter d poor Weſtminſter-hall. 
Slovenly John Duke of Marlborough 
Nay more he ſtill would fly at, 
And all to mend the Peace; 
Lord, how can we ever be at quiet, 
If we pardon ſuch Crimes as theſe, 
In this fame John Duke of Mar ? 
Twelve Years, it ſadly true is, 
He us'd Bombs, Mortars, and Lines ; 3 
And baffled poor King Lewis: 


For which and his heinous Succeſſes, 
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He has ſpoil'd the Pretender's Defigns. | 
O meddleſome John Duke of — » 


Sueceſs ſtill makes him bolder, 


And by the Monſieur's Fall, 


He paſſes on this Iſle for a Soldier; : 


But it ſeems he knows nothing at all. 
Earl - - - t fays ſo of Marlborough, 


This Year for War he voted, 

But we reſolved on none; 
For Monſieur was ſure to be routed, 

And then High-Charch had been undone _ 

By Engliſh John Duke of — 

Vou ſee the Troops don't need him, | | 

He is out, and in France they laugh ; | 
And ſend any other to head them, 

And Il warrant old Bourbon is ſafe, 

Keep back but John Duke of Marlborough. 


For he, as Fame confeſſes, 
That Kingdom meant to devour ; 


He is broke, and our Fears are all o'er: 


Thus fell John Duke of Marlborough. 


S O N 8 639. 


CZ I'VE me but a Friend and a Glafs, Boys, 
I'll ſhew ye what tis to be gay; 
Tl not care a Fig for a Laſs, Boys, 
Nor love my briſk Youth away: 
Give me but an honeſt Fellow, 
That's pleaſanter when he is mellow. 
We'll live twenty four Hours a Day. 


Tis Woman in Chains does bind, Boys, 
But tis Wine that makes us free; 
»Tis Women that makes us blind, Boys, 

But Wine malces us doubly ſee. 
The Female is true to no Man, 
Deceit is inherent in Woman, 

But none in a Brimmer can be. 
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S O0 N 8 640. 


GIVE me more Love, or more Diſdain, G 
The Torrid or the Frozen Zone | 

Brings equal Eaſe unto my Pain, E See 
The Temperate affords me none; See 
Either Extream of Love or Hate, Givi 
Is ſweeter than a calm Eſtate. = 
Give me a Storm, if it be Love, B 
Like Danae in a golden Shower; | e 


I ſwim in Pleaſure, if it prove 
Diſdain, that Torrent will devour 

My Vultur Hopes; and he's poſſeſt 

Of Heav'n, that's but from Hell releas'd. 
Then crown my Joys, or cure my Pain; 
Give me more Love, or more 


S O N G 641: 


IVE o'er, fooliſh Heart, and make haſte to "PIR | 
For Daphne regards not thy Vows, nor thy Pray'r ; 

When I plead for thy Paſſion, thy Pains to prolong, 
She courts her Guittar, and replies with a Song ; 
No more ſhall true Lovers thy Beauty adore, 
Were the Gods ſo ſevere, Men wou'd worſhip no more. 
No more will I wait, like a Slave, at thy Door, 
Il ſpend the cold Nights at thy Window no more; 
My Lungs in cold Sighs I no more will exhale, 
Since thy Pride is to make me look ſullen and pale. 
No more ſhall Amyntas thy Pity implore, 
Were the Gods ſo ingrate, Men wou'd worſhip no mcre. 
No more ſhall thy Frowns, or free Humour perſuade, 
To court the fair Idol my Fancy has made ; 
When thy Saints fo wry yn their Follies give o'er, 
Thy Deity's loſt, and thy Beauty's no more. 
No more ſhall Amyntas, &c, | 
How weak are the Vows of a Lover in Pain, 
When flatter' d by Hope, or oppreſs'd by Diſdain? 
No ſooner my Daphne's bright Eyes I review, 
But all is forgot, and I vow all a-new. 
No more, cruel Nymph, I will murmur no more; 

Did the Gods ſeem ſo fair, Men wou'd worſhip ry” _ 


air, 


rz 


With Sylvio on this verdant Shore 


And thoſe kind Vows, and ſoft Addreſs, 


The treach*rous Youth has vow'd the ſame, 
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GIVE, ye Nymphs, O give your Lover! 
Give the Bowl, and flowing over; 

See me panting, glowing, firing, 

See me, ſee me juſt expiring, 

Give, ye Nymphs, from yonder Bow'rs, 

Give me Wreaths of cooling Flowers; 

See, my Garlands all are waſted, 

By my blazing Temples blafted ; 

But if Flames of Love invade thee, 

What, O what! my Heart can ſhade thee ? 


3 © * © 643 
' #- LIDE gently on, thou murm'ring Brook, 
And ſooth my tender Grief : 
"Twas here the fatal Wound I took, 
"Tis here I ſeek Relief. 


T fondly fat reclin's ; 

Believ'd the charming things he ſwore, 

Too credulouſly kind. 
Too credulouſly, &c. 

While thus he ſaid : This purling Stream 
Back to its Spring ſhall flow, 

O Paſtorella, e er my Flame 
The leaſt Decay ſhall know. 

Ye conſcious Waves roll back again, 
Back to your chryſtal Head 

The falſe, ungrateful, perjur'd Swain 
Has broke the Vows he made. 
Has broke, &c, 

Perhaps ſome fairer Shepherdeſs 
His faithleſs Breaſt has warm'd, 


Her guiltleſs Heart has charm'd. 


| But tell the Nymph, thou gentle Stream, | 


If e' er ſhe viſits thee, 


Yet broke his Faith with me. 
Vet broke, &c. | 
SONG 
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LIDE ſwiftly on, thou Silver Stream, 
Purſue the Lad I love: 
In gentle Murmurs tell my Flame, 
And try his Heart to move. 
So may thy Banks be always green, 
Thy Channel never dry : 
If e'er thy Spring be failing ſeen, 
My Tears ſhall that ſupply. 
May gilded Carps thy Surface ſcim, 
In place of uſeleſs Weeds ; 
May painted Flow'rs adorn thy Brim, 
And Knots of bended Reeds. 


S0 N 6. 


GO, 25 go, go, falſeſt of thy Sex be gone, 
Leave, leave, ah leave, leave me to my ſelf alone 


Why would you ſtrive by fond Pretence, 
Thus to deſtroy my Innocence ? 

Go, go, &Cc. - - - Leave, leave, &c. 
Young Czlia you too late betray'd, 
Then thus you did the Nymph upbraid, 
4 Love like a Dream uſher d by Night, 
4“ Flies the Approach of Morning Light. 
Go, po, &c. - - Leave, leave, &c. 
She that believes Man when he ſwears, 
Or leaſt regards his Qaths and Prayers, 
May ſhe, fond ſhe, be moſt accurſt; 

Nay more, be ſubject to his Luft, 

Go, 80, &c. _—_ Leave, leave, &c. 


S ON G 646. 


She. 8 O, go, you vile Sot, 
Quit your Pipe and your Pot, 


Get home to your Stall and be doing: 


You puzzle your Pate 
With Whimſies of State, 

And play with Edge-tools to your Ruin. 
He. Keep in that ſhrill Note, 
Or I'Il ram down your Throat 


This 


This 


He, 


one 


( 407 ) 
This red-hot black Pipe I am ſmoaking : 
Thou Plague of my Life! 
Thou Gipſy ! thou Wife ! 


Ho dar'ſt thou thy Lord be provoking ? 


She. You riot, and roar, 
For Babylon's Whore, 
And give up your Bible and Pſalter; 
I prithee, dear Kit, 
Have a little more Wit, 
And keep thy Neck out of the Halter. 
He. Nay, prithee, ſweet Joan, 
Now let me alone, 


' To follow this princely Vocation 3 


1 mean to be great, 
In ſpite of my Fate, 
And ſettle myſelf, and the Nation. 
She. Go, go, you vile Sot! 
He. I matter thee not. 
She. Was ever poor Woman ſo lighted ? 
He. Thy Fortune 1s made ! 
She. Go, follow your Trade. 
He, I tell thee, I mean to be knighted. 
She, A whipping-poſt Knight ! 
He. Get out of my Sight! 
She, Thou Traytor, thou! mark thy ſad Ending, 
He. Tl nes vamp the State, 
The Church I'll tranſlate, 
Old Shoes are no more worth the mending. 


| $S 0 N CG 647. 
(0 0, bappy Flow'rs, Corinna ſaid, 
| Ye Hyacinths, and Violets blue, 

Your ſweeteſt Odours gently ſhed 

On Strephon, ſweeter far than you. 
Strephon the Gift with Thanks receiv'd, 

The Gift his Thanks more precious made ; 
Corinna ſmil'd; for the believ'd, 

(Miſtaken Fair!) what Strephoa ſaid, 


With 
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With Laura now at Cards he plays, 
The gaudy Noſegay lying by; 
The Noſegay Laura's Eye ſurveys, 
He gueſs'd her Meaning in her Eye. 
And go, too happy Flow*rs, he ſaid, 
Ye Hyacinths, and Violets blue, 
Your ſweeteſt Odours gently ſhed 
On Laura, ſweeter far than you. 
S O N G 648. 
GO happy Paper, doubly bleſt, 
To fair Corinna ſteal, 
If not too great to be expreſt, 
Tell her the Pain I feel. | 
Tell her how raging is my Flame, 
Too exquiſite to bear 
But ſay not how, nor whence you came, 
Nor ſpeak one Letter of my Name, 
Leſt it may grate her Ear. =” 
O! be that Moment ever bleſt 
When firſt I ſaw my Love, 
The deareſt, ſweeteſt, and the beſt 
That e' er was form'd above 
I ſaw ten thouſand Graces riſe, 
And bloom on ev'ry Part, 
Ten thouſand Arrows, from her Eyes, 
Shot thro* my Soul with ſweet Surpre, 
And ſtood to guard her Heart. 
In vain the envious Shades of Night, 
Or Follies of the Day, 
Could veil her Image from my Sight, 
Or tempt my Soul to ſtray. 
She is the only waking Theme 
Which o'er my Wiſhes reigns, 
Her pleaſing Form meets ev ry Dream, 


More Charms in her each Day there ſeem, 


That thrill thro? all my Veins. 
Let me be loft in thy Embrace, 
As Rivers in the Sea 
Or like Eternity of Days, 

| To love and honour thee! 


6409) 
In thoſe dear Arms (but Fate controuls) 


I'd as the 
Still rug 2 
So Billow after Billow rolls, 


To kiſs the Shore and die. 
SON G 649. 
8 lovely Roſe, 
Tell br that waſtes her Time and me, | 
That now ſhe knows, 
When I reſemble her to thee, 
How ſweet and fair ſhe ſeems to be. 
Tell her that's young, 
And fhuns to have her Graces ſpy d, 
That hadft thou ſprung 
In Deſarts, where no Men abide, 
Thou muſt have uncommended dy'd. 
Small is the Worth 
Of Beauty from the Light retir d: 
Pid her come forth, 
Suffer herſelf to be deſu d, 
And not bluſh fo to be admir'd. 
S O N G 650. 


Might I ſupply that envied Place 
With never · fading Love. 
There Phænix- like beneath der Eye, 
Involv'd in Fragrance burn and die, 
Involv'd in Raptures burn and die. 
Know, hapleſs Flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 
More fragrant Roſes there ; 
I ſce thy with ring Head reclin” , 
With Envy and Deſpair; 
One common Fate we both muſt prove, 
you die with Envy, I with Love. 
S O N G 651. 
GO tell Aminta, gentle Swain, 
I would not Ge, nor dare complain; ; 
Thy tuneful Voice with Numbers j join, | 
Thy Voice will more * than mine: 
2 | 
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For Souls oppref.*d and drown'd with Grief, 
The Gods ordain'd this kind Relief: 
That Muſick ſhould in Sounds convey 
What dying Lovers dare not ſay, 
A Sigh or Tear perhaps ſhe'd give, 
But Love on Pity cannot live; | 
Tell her that Hearts for Hearts were made, 
And Love with Love is only paid : 
Tell her my Pains fo faſt encreaſe, 
That ſoon they will be paſt Redreſs : : 
For ah! the Wretch that ſpeechleſs lies, 
Attends but Death to cloſe his Eyes. 
3. 0 *'W . 
G ©, thou perpetual whining Lover, 
For Shame leave off this humble Trade, 
*Tis more than Time thou gav' it over, 
For Sighs and Tears will never move her ; 
By them more obſtinate ſhe's made, 

And thou, by Love, fond conſtant Love betray'd. 
The more, vain Fop, thou ſu'ſt unto her, 
The more ſhe does torment thee till ; 

Is more perverſe, the more you woo her ; 
When thou art humbleſt, lays thee lower; 
And when, muſt proſtrate to her Will, 
Thou meanly begg'ſt for Life, does baſely kill. 
By Heaven, tis againſt all Nature, 
Honour and Manhood, Wit and Senſe, 
To let a little Female Creature 
Rule, on the poor Account of Feature; 
And thy unmanly Patience, 
Monſtrous and ſhameful as her Inſolence! 
Thou mayſt find Forty will be kinder, 
Or more compaſſionate at leaſt ; 
If one will ſerve, two Hours will find her, 
And half this Do for ever bind her, 
As firm and true as thy own Breaſt, 
On Love and Virtue's double Intereſt, 
But if thou canſt not live without her, 
This only ſhe, when it comes to't, 
And ſhe, relent not, (as I doubt her) 
Never make more ado about her. 


| She'll find herſelf but a fimple Jade, 
I ne'er ſhall beg without a Leg, 
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To figh and whimper is no Boot; 
Go hang thyſelf, and that will do't. 
S O N G 653. 
GO vind the Vicar of Taunton-Dean, 
And he'll tell you the Banns were aſked ; 
A good vat Capon he had ver's Pains, 
And I zent it home in a Baſket. 


And Friday Night I was, by right, 


To have prov'd if ſhe were a Madein ; 
And now ſhe's run with a Soldier to Town : 
Heydledom, deydledom, cudden ; 
Heydon, dudden, cudden, Tom : 
Sing heydledom, 'deydledom, cudden, 
My Mother ſhe zold her blue Game- Cock, 
Mae ks oy hr > Chicken : 
Then bought herſelf a Canvaſs Smock, 
And rack'd it up in the Kitchen: 
And ſhe bought me a Cambrick-Band, 
With a Bumpkin Pair of Breeches : 
Not thinking but Joan 
Would have made me her own : 
But I faith ſhe'd have none of thoſe Vetches. 
Heydon, dudden, cudden, Tom : 
Sing heydledom, deyledom, cudden. 
T'll take a Hatchet and hang my zell, 
Before I'll endure theſe Loſſes : 
Or elſe a Rope in a doleſome Well, 
For I never can bear theſe Croſles : 
Or I'll go to ſome Beacon high, 
For I vaith I am welly wooden, 
And throw my zelf down, her Kindneſs to by. 
Heydledom, deydledom, &c. 


If ſhe can think tis a better Trade, 
This ſhooting of Guns, and flaſhing, 


For there's more to be got by Threſhing. 


Nor Occafion have vor a wooden; 


By vollowing a Drum, 


, = * 20000 
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Heydledom, deydledom, cudden ; 
Heydon, dudden, cudden, Tom : 
heydledom, deydledom, cudden. 
King 355 S O N G 654. 
O, Virgin Kid, with lambent Kiſs, 
Salute a Virgin s Hand; 
Go, ſenſeleſs Thing, and reap a Bliſs 
| Thou doſt not underſtand : | 
Go, for in thee, methinks I find 
(Tho' tis not half ſo bright) 
An Emblem of her beauteous Mind, 
By Nature clad in white, 
Securely thou may'ſt touch the Fair, 
Whom few ſecurely can, 
May'f preſs her Breaſt, her Lips, ber Hair, 
Or wanton with her Fan ; 
May* Coach it with her to and fro, 
From Maſquerades to Plays; | 
Ah ! could'ſt thou hither come and go, 
To tell me what ſhe ſays ! 
Go then, and when the Morning cold 
Shall nip. her Lilly Arm, 
Do thou (ob! cs I be fo bold) 
With Kiſſes make it warm. 
But when thy gloſſy Beauty's o'er, 
When all thy Charms are gone, 
Return to me, I'Il love thee more 
Than e er I yet have done. 
S O N G 655. 
GOD of Sleep, for whom I languiſh, 
Qad of pleafing Dreams and Peace, 
Gently ſooth a Lover's Anguiſh, 
Help to make his Toxtures ceaſe. 
Spread thy ſacred Pinions o'er me, 
Lull the buſy Soul to reft, 
Then bring her I love before me, 
She that's painted in my Breaſt. 
Tf kind as fair, my Bliſs I' keep, 
And great as Jove, the World forfake: 
Let me, thus bleſs'd, for ever ſleep, 
And lie, and dream, and never wake; 
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But ſhou'd the Fair, divinely bright, 
Rejeft my Vows, and ſcorn my Flame, 
wy, fly, kind Sleep, reftore, the Light, 
Let Strephon know twas all a Dream. 


s O N G 656. 


G 0D proſper long from being broke, 
The Luck of Eden-Hall; | 
A doleful Drinking- Bout I fing, 
There lately did befal. | 
To chaſe the Spleen with Cup ab Crna, 
Duke Philip took his Way: 
Babes yet unborn ſhall never ſee 
The like of fach a Day, © 


The ſtout and ever-thirſty Duke 
A Vow to God did make, 
His Pleafure within Cumberland 
| Three live-long Nights to take. 
Sir Muſgrave too, of Martindale, 
A true and worthy Knight, 
Eftſoon with him a Bargain made, 
In Drinking to delight. 
The Bumpers ſwiftly paſs about, 
And fix in Hand went round ; 
And with their calling for more Wine, 
They made the Hall reſound. 
Now when theſe merry Tidings reach d 
The Earl of Harold's Ears, 
And am I (quoth he, with an Oath) 
Y Thus lighted by my Peers? 
Saddle my Steed, bring forth my Boots, 
I' be with them right quick, 
And Mafter Sheriff come you too, 
We'll know this ſcurvy Trick. 
Lo, yonder doth Earl Harold come, 
(Did one at Table ſay.) 
"Ts well, reply'd the mett!'d Duke, 
How will he get away ? | 
Nun 3 
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When thus the Earl began, Great Duke, | Th 
I'll know how this did chance, 
Without inviting me ; ſure this | Llo 
You did not learn in Franee? 5 | 1 
One of us two, for this Offence, WI 
Under the Board ſhall lie ; | <0 
I know thee well, a Duke thou art, | | 
So ſome Years hence ſhall I. 
But truſt me, Wharton, Pity 'twere, 
So much good Wine to ſpill, . 
As theſe Companions here may drink, 
Ere they have had their Fill. 
Let thou and I, in Bumpersfull, 
This grand Affair decide. 
Accurs d be he, Duke Wharton ſaid, 
By whom it is deny'd. 
To Andrewe, and to Hotham, fair, 
Many a Pint went round, 
And many a gallant Gentleman 
Lay ſick upon the Ground. 


When, at the laſt, the Duke eſpy d 
He had the Earl ſecure; 
He ply'd him with a full Pint Glaſs, 
Which laid him on the Floor, 
Who never ſpoke more Words than theſe 
After he downwards ſunk, 
My worthy Friends, revenge my Fall, 
Duke Wharton ſees me drunk, 
Then, with a Groan, Duke Philip held 
The fick Man by the Joint, 
And faid, Earl Harold, ſtead of thee, 
Would I had drank this Pint. 
Alack ! my very Heart doth bleed, 
And doth within me fink ; 
For ſurely a more ſober Earl 
Did never ſwallow Drink. 
With that the Sheriff, in a Rage 
To fee the Earl fo ſmit, 
Vow'd to revenge the dead-drunk Peer | 
Upon renoun'd Sir Kits, Then 


Then 


I have not any Captain more, 


| Like Tidings to Earl Thanet came, 
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Then ſtept a gallant Squire forth, 
Of Viſage thin and pale, 
Lloyd was his Name, and of Gang-hall, 
Faſt by the River Twale. 


| Who ſaid, he would not have it told 


Where Eden River ran, 

That unconcern'd he ſhould fit by; 
So, Sheriff, I'm your Man. 

Now when theſe Tidings reach'd the Room, 
Where the Duke lay in Bed, 

How that the *Squire ſuddenly 
Upon the Floor was laid. 

O heavy Tidings ! (quoth the Duke) 
Cumberland Witneſs be, 2 


Of ſuch account as he. 


Within as ſhort a Space, 

How that the Under-Sheriff too 
Was fallen from his Place. 

Now God be with him (faid the Earl) 
Sith "twill no better be, 

I truſt I have within my Town 


Of all the Number that were there, 
Sir Bains he ſcorn'd to yield; 


But with a Bumper in his Hand 


He ſtagger d o'er the Field. — 
Thus did this dire Contention end, Ty 
And each Man of the Slain 
Were quickly carried off to Bed, 
Their Senſes to regain. 
God bleſs the King, the Ducheſs ſaid, 
And keep the Land in Peace, 
And grant that Drunkenneſs henceforth 
*Mongſt Noblemen may ceaſe. | 
And likewiſe bleſs our Royal Prince, 
The Nation's other Hope, ; | 
And give us Grace, for to defy 
The Devil and the Pope. | 


— —— . — —— ̃ — IR > ne 
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O D proſper long our Noble King, 
G Our Lives and Safeties all; 
A woful Hunting once there did 

In Chevy-Chaſe befal. 


To drive the Deer with Hound and Horn, 


| Earl Piercy took his way; 

The Child may rue, that is unborn, 
The Hunting of that Day. 

The ftout Earl of Northumberland 
A Vow to God did make, | 

His Pleaſure in the Scottiſh Woods 

Three Summer's Days to take; 

The chiefeſt Harts in Chevy-Chaſe 
To kill and bear away. 

The Tidings to Earl Douglas came, 
In Scotland where he lay : 

Who ſent Earl Piercy preſent Word, 
He would prevent his Sport. 

The Engliſh Earl, not fearing this, 
Did to the Woods reſort. 

With Fifteen Hundred Bow-men bold, 
All choſen Men of Might, 

Who knew full well, in Time of Need, 
To aim their Shaft aright. | 

The gallant Greyhounds ſwiftly ran, 
To chaſe the Fallow-Deer : 

On Monday they began to hunt, 
When Day-light did appear; 

And long before High-Noon they had 
An Hundred fat Bucks ſlain | 

Then having din'd, the Drovers went 
To rouze them up again. 

The Bow-men muſter' d on the Hills, 
Well able to endure; 

Their Backſides all, with ſpecial Care, 

That * were guarded ſure, 


The Hounds ran ſwiftly thro” the Woods, 
The nimble Deer to take ; | 
And with their Cries the Hitts and Dales 
An Echo ſhrill did make. 
Lord Piercy to the Quarry went, 
To view the tender Deer ; 
Gd he, Earl Doaghs promiſed 
This Day to meet me here ; 
If that I thought he would not come, 
No longer would I ſtay. 
With that, a brave young Gentleman 
Thus to the Earl did ſay ; 
Lo! yonder doth Earl Douglas come, 
His Men in Armour bright; | 
Full Twenty Hundred Scottiſh Spears, 
All marching in our Sight; | 
All Men of pleaſant Teviotdale, 
Faſt by the River Tweed. 
Then ceaſe your Sport, Earl Piercy faid, 
And take your Bows with Speed: 
And now with me, my Countrymen, 
Your Courage forth advance; 
For never was there Champion yet, 
In Scotland or in France, 


That ever did on Horſeback come, 
But, fince my Hap it were, [| 
I durſt encounter Man for Man, | 4" 
Wich him to break x Spear. | 
Earl Douglas, on a milſe-white- Steed, 
Moſt like a Baron bold, 
Rode foremoſt of the Company, 
Whoſe Armour ſhone like Gold : | 
Shew me (he ſaid) whoſe Men you be, 
That hunt ſo boldly here; | 
That, without my Conſent, do chaſe, 
And take my Fallow--Deer ? 
The Man that firſt did anſwer make, 
Was noble Piercy he; 
Who faid, We lift not to 
Nor ſhew whoſe Men we be: 
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Yet we will ſpend our deareſt Blood, 
Thy chiefeſt Hart to ſlay. | 
Then Douglas ſwore a ſolemn Oath, 
And thus in Rage did fay; 
Ere thus I will out- braved be, 
One of us two ſhall die; 
I know thee well, an Earl thou art; 
Lord Piercy, ſo am I. 
But truſt me, ot Py our: 
And great Offence to kill 
Any of theſe our harmleſs Men; 
For they have done no Ill. 
Let thou and I the Battle try, 
And ſet our Men aſide. 
Accurs'd be he, Lord Piercy faid, 
By whom this is deny d. | 
Then ſtept a gallant Squire forth ; 
With' rington was his Name, 
Who ſaid, I would not have it told 
To Henry our King, for Shame, 
That e er my Captain fought 3 
And I ſtood looking on. 

You be two Earls, ſaid With' ri 
And I a Squire alone : 

Tl do the beſt that do I may, 
While I have Pow'r to ſtand: 

While I have Pow'r to wield my Sword, 
Tull fight with Heart and Hand. 

Our Engliſh Archers bent their Bows, 
Their Hearts were good and true; 

At the firſt Flight of Arrows ſent, 
Full Threeſcore Scots they flew. 

To drive the Deer with Hound and Horn, 
Earl Douglas had the Bent ; 

A Captain mov'd with mickle Pride, 
Their Spears to Shivers ſent. 

They clos'd full faſt on ev ry Side, 
No Slackneſs there was found ; 

And many a gallant Gentleman 

Lay gaſping on the Ground. 
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© chris! it was Orief to ſee, 

And likewiſe for to hear | 
The Cries of Men lying in their Gore, 
And ſcatter'd here and there. 

At lab theſe Two ſtout Earls did meet, 
Like Captains of great Might ; 
Like Lions mov'd, they laid on Load, 

And made a cruel Fight: 

They fought until they both did ſweat, 
With Swords of temper d Steel, 
Until the Blood, like Drops of Rain, 
They trickling down did feel. | 


Yield thee, Lord Piercy, Douglas ſaid ; 
In Faith I will thee bring, 
Where thou ſhalt high advanced be 
By James our Scottiſh King: 
Thy Ranſom I will freely give, 
And thus report of thee, 
Thou art the moſt courageous Knight 
That ever I did ſee. 
To Douglas quoth Earl Piercy then, 
Thy Proffer I do ſcorn ; . 
I will not yield to any Scot 
That ever yet was born. 


With that, there came an 2 keen 
Out of an Engliſh Bow, 
Which ſtruck Earl Douglas to the Heart | 
| A deep and deadly Blow : | | = 
Who never ſpoke more Words than theſe, | 
Fight on, my merry Men all; | 
For why, my Life is at an End: | 
Lord Piercy ſees me fall. . | 
Then leaving Life, Earl Piercy took | 
The dead Man by the Hand; | 
And ſaid, Earl Douglas, for thy Life — - 
Would I had loſt my Land. | | 
O Chriſt ! my very Heart doth bleed | 
With Sorrow for thy ſake; | 
For ſure, a more renowned Knight 
Miſchance did never take, A 


A Knight amongſt the Scots there 
Which ſaw Earl Douglas die, 
Who ftrait in Wrath did vow Revenge 
Upon the Earl Piercy: | 
Sir Hugh Montgomery was he call'd, 
Who, with a Spear moſt bright, 
Well mounted on a gallant Steed, 
Ran fiercely thro* the Fight ; 
And paſs'd the Engliſh Archers all, 
Without all Dread or Feor ; 
And thro' Earl Pierey's Body then 
He thruſt his hateful Spear: 
With ſuch a veh ment Force and Might 

He did his Body gore, 
The Spear went through the other Side 
A large Cloth-yard and more. 
So thus did both theſe Nobles die, 
Whoſe Courage none could ftain. 
An Engliſ Archer then perceiv'd 
The Noble Earl was flain; 
He had a Bow bent in his Hand, 
Made of a truſty Tree ; 
An Arrow of a Cloth-yard long 
Up to the Head drew he: 
Againft Sir Hugh 
So right his Shaft he ſet, 
The grey Gooſe-wing that was thereon 
In his Heart's Blood was wet. 
This Fight did laſt from Break of Day, 
Till Setting of the Sun ; 
For when they rung the ev*ning-Bell, 
The Battle ſcarce was done. 
With the Earl Piercy there was flain 
Sir John of Ogerton, 
Sir Robert Ratcliff, and Sir John, 
Sir James that bold Baron: 
And with Sir George and good Sir James, 
Both Knights of good Account, 
Good Sir Ralph Raby there was ſlain, 
Whoſe Proweſs did ſurmount. 


Fer 


That brave Earl Douglas ſuddenly 
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For With'rington needs muſt I wail, 
As one in doleful Dumps ; 
For when his Legs were — off, 
He fought upon his Stumps. 
And with Earl Douglas there was ſlain 
Sir Hugh Montgomery ; 
Sir Charles Currel, that from the Field 
One Foot would never fly, 


Sir Charles Murrel, of Ratcliff, too, 
His Siſter's Son was he ; 

Sir David Lamb, fo well eſteem d: 
They ſaved could not be. 

And the Lord Maxwell in likewiſe 
Did with Earl Douglas die: 

Of Twenty Hundred Scottiſh Spears 
Scarce Fifty five did fly. 

Of Fifteen Hundred Engliſh Men 
Went Home but Fifty three; 

The reſt were ſlain in Che vy-Chaſe 
Under the Green- wood Free. 

Next Day did many Widows come, 
Their Huſbands to bewail; 

They waſh'd their Wounds in | briniſn Tears, 
But all would not prevail. 

Their Bodies, bath'd in purple Blood, 
They bore 'with them away 3 


They kiſs'd them dead a thouſand times, 


When they were clad in Clay. 


This News was brought to Ediaburgh, 
Where Scotland's King did reign, 


Was with an Arrow ſlain. 
Oh heavy News! King James did ſay, | 
Scotland can Witneſs be, | 
I have not any Captain more 
Of ſuch Account as he. 
Like Tidings to King Henry came, | 
Within as ſhort a Space, | 
That Piercy, of Northumberland, | | 
Was ſlain in * Oo | 
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Now God be with him, faid our King, 5 
Sith *twill no better be; | 1 
I truſt I have within my Realm | $ 
Five Hundred as good as he: — 
Yet ſhall not Scot, or Scotland ſay, N 
But I will Vengeance take, 1 
And be revenged on them all, - 1 
For brave Earl Piercy's Sake. | T 
This Vow full well the King perform d Wi 
After, on Humbledown ; | | N 
In one Day, Fifty Knights were lain, - Li 
With Lords of great Renown : | 75 | T1 
And of the reft, of ſmall Account, | Fin 
Did many Thouſands die: Wi 
Thus ended the Hunting of Chevy-Chaſe, So th 
Made by the Earl Piercy, | E. 0 
God ſave the King, and bleſs the Land | My L 
In Plenty, Joy, and Peace; And 
And grant henceforth, that foul Debate | | 
| * Noblemen may ceaſe. | 
| S O N G 6458, Ds GO 
GO OD Friends and Neighbours all draw near, 8 
Some Solace I'll impart ; | e 
Be mindful of the Words you hae, A _ 0 
They'll eaſe your drooping Heart. Fa, la, &c. 3 1 — 
All you whoſe Wives are grown ſo free, p 5 
To give you jealous Pain; _ — 
Here's what will cauſe your Jealouſy, y 
Ne'er to return again. Fa, la, &c, | 2 
A Painter once took great Delight Tis 0 oy 
In painting of the Devil ; | 2 
And he would always paint him white, | = ye 
Which old Nick took moft civil. Fa, la, Ac. 1 you?! 
One Night the Painter being in Bed, | The Fr, | 
Aſleep, and in a Dream, 4 ine, 
His Damſel on his left Side laid, eed 1 
The Devil to him came. Fs, ls, &6, | 
Painter, ſays Belzebub, I'm come GOOD 
Thy Kindneſs to requite 3 3 1 As 
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Aſt what thou wilt, it ſhall be done, 

For painting me ſo white. Fa, la, &c. 
So pleaſe your Devilſhip, quoth he, 

Keep Spouſe from playin 5 
And that I mayn't a Cuckold be, 

Pl always give you Thanks, Fa, la, &e. 
No ſooner aſk d, but granted was; 

The Painter had a Ring, 
Which whilſt you wear, the Fiend replies, 
Ne'er fear a Cuckolding. Fa, la, &. 


Like Ligbt' ning then away he flew, 
The Painter waking ſoon, 
Found that he had his Finger got, 
Within his Wife's Half-moon. Fa, la, &c. 
So thus let me adviſe in Brief, 
Each Man wear ſuch a Ring, 
My Life for yours, you'll all be ſafe; 
And ſo God fave the King. Fa, la, &c. 


SO N G 659. 
G OOD Madam, when Ladies ate willing, 
1 A Man muſt needs look like a Fool; 
For me I wou'd not give a Shilling 
For one that does love without Rule, 
At leaſt you ſhou'd wait for our Offers, 
Not ſnatch like old Maids in Deſpair ; 
| Had you liv'd to theſe Years without Proffers, 
Your Sighs were all ſpent in the Air. 


You ſhou'd leave us to gueſs by your Bluſhing, 
And not tell the Matter fo plain ; 
_ *Tis ours to be writing and puſhing, 
And yours to affect a Diſdain. 


But you're in a terrible taking, 

By all the fond Oglings I ſee ; | 
The Fruit that can fall without ſhaking 
Indeed 1s too mellow for me. 


| S O N G 660. 
(GOO D People, draw near, 
A Story ye's hear, 
O 0 2 


- 0 } 
A Story both pleaſant and true; 
Which happened of late, 
And's not out of Date; 
I am going to tell it to you, 
It was of an old Cobler, | 
Who ſoal'd Shoes at Dubler, 


And lov'd to drink the Juice of good Barley 


And then with his Wife, 
As dear as his Life, 
When drunk he lov'd for to parley, 
This Cobler, they ſay, 
Being drunk on 2 Day, 
His Wife ſhe did murmur and chat; 
This Cobler, they ſay, 
Did thraſh her that Day, 
And cry'd, what a Pox wad ye be at? 
He had a Magpye 
That was very ly, 
And uſed for to murmur and chat; . 
Who ſoon got the Tone 
Before it was long, 
Of, what a Pox wad ye be at 


And this Magpye, 
Who was ſo very ſly, 

He into a Meeting-houſe gat ; 
And as the old Parſon 
Was canting his Leſſon, 

Cry'd, what a Pox wad ye be at? 
The Parſon, furpris'd, 

Did lift up his Eyes : 

Now help us, pray, Father, in a; - 
For Satan I fear 
Does viſit us here : 

So help us, pray, Father, with ſpeed. 
The Parſon again | 
Began to explain 

To thoſe around him that ſat ; 

But Magie indeed 
Flew over his Head, 
And cry d, what a Pox wad ye be at? 


Then 


Then 
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Then the Parſon did ſkip 

Five Yards at a Leap, 

From his Pulpit quite down to the Floor; 

And left every Saint, 

Quite ready to faint, 

Leaping out of the Meeting-houſe Door. 

Then ſome without Hats, 

And ſome without Hoods, 

They out of the Meeting-houſe gat ; 

And Magie happ'd after, 

Which cauſed much Laughter, 
Crying, what a Pox wad ye be at? 
Then a ſanctify'd Soul, 

Who thought to controul, 

Look'd Magie quite full in the Face, 

Said, Satan, how dare 

You thus to appear 


In this our ſanctify d Place? 


But Magie he pranc d, 
He ſkip'd and he danc' d, | 
And out of the Meeting-houſe gat; 
And all the way Jong, 
He kept up his Song, 
Of a, what a Pox wad ye be at? 
S O N G 661. 
G00 Wine will drown Sorrow, *twill ſoften our Care; 
"Twill make our Hearts merry, and drive away Fear: 
But a Pox take the Vintner who murders good Claret, 


May he be a poor Cuckold, and die in a Garret. 


Gocd Wine will divert us, when Troubles aſſail; 
"Tis this will revive us, when other things fail ; 
Then a Pox take the Vintner, &c. 
SO N G 6562. 
G00 your Worſhip, caſt an Eye 
Upon a Soldier's Miſery : 
Let not theſe lean Cheeks, I pray, 
Your Worſhip's Bounty from me ſtay ; 
But like a noble Friend, 
— lend, FR 
And Jove ſhall pay you in 3 
O o 3 And 
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And I will pray that Fate 
May make you fortunate | 
In Heaven, or in ſome Earthly State. 
To beg I ne'er was bred, kind Sir, 
Which makes me bluſh to %eep this Stir 3 
Nor do I rove from Place to Place, 
For to make known my woful Caſe. 

For I am none of thoſe | 

That a Roving goes, 


And in Rambling ſhew their drunken Blows ; 


For all that they have got, 
Is by banging of the Por, 5 
In wrangling who ſhould pay their Shot. 
Olympick Games I oft have ſeen, 
And in brave Battles have I been ; 
The Cannons there aloud did roar, 
My Proffer high was evermore : 

For, out of a Bravado, 

When in a Barricado, 

By toſſing of a Hand-Grenado, 
Death then was very near, 
When it took away this Ear; 
But yet, thank God, I'm here, I'm here. 
And at the Siege of Buda, there, 
I was blown up into the Air, 
From whence I tumbled down again, 
And lay awhile among the Slain ; 

Yet rather than be beat, 

I got upon my Feet, 

And made the Enemy retreat ; 
Myſelf ang ſeven more | 
We fought eleven Score, | | 
The Rogues were ne ex ſo thraſh'd before. 
I have, at leaft a dozen times, 
Been blown up by the roguiſh Mines : 
Twice through the Scull have I been ſhot, 
That my Brains do boil hke any Pot: | 

Such Dangers have I paſt, 

At firſt and at laſt, 


. As would make-your Weaſkip fore shed; 
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And there l lay for dead, 
Till the Enemy was fled, 

And then they carry'd me home to Bed. 
At Puſh of Pike I loft this Eye, 


And at Bergom Siege I broke-this Thigh ; 
At Oſtend, like a warlike Lad, \ 


> Y laid about as I were mad : 


But little would you dream, 
That e'er I had been | 
| Such a good old Soldier of 0 
But if Sir Francis Vere 
Were living now, and here, 
He would tell you how I ſlaſh'd them there: 
The Hollanders my Fury know, | 
For oft* with them I've dealt a Blow: 
Then did I take a warlike Dance 
Quite thorough Spain, and into France; 
And there I ſpent a Flood 
Of very noble Blood, 
Yet all would do but little Good; 5 
For now I home am come, 
With my Rays upon my Bum, 
And crave of your Worſhip one ſmall Sum. 
And now my Cale you underſtand, 
Pray lend to me your helping Hand ; 
A litle Thing would pleaſure me; 
| It is not Bre:d and Cheeſe, 
Nor Barley- Lees, 
Or any ſuch like Scraps as theſe 3 
But what I beg of you, 
Is a Shilling one or two; 


Kind Sir, your Purſe- ſtrings pray undo. 


S O N G 663. 
RE AT Alexander's Horſe, 
Bucephalus by Name, 
That long has been enroll'd 
Within the Books of Fame: 
But Sir Credulous Eafy's Mare 
80 far did him excel, 8 
She ne' er run for the Plate, 


But ſhe bore away the Bella 
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With a Nighy, Wheegy, Yeopoop-a, 
Full Caper and Career; 
All England cannot ſhew you 
| Sic another Mare, 
And to Brentford ſhe did come, | 
And an Ale-houſe the did find; 
She could not paſs it by, 
For ſhe her Maſter's Mind: 
And as he call'd for a Pot, = 
She would be, would be ſure of twain ; 
Which made her ſuch a St 
She ne er could run again. With a Nighy, &c. 
Since laſt I ſaw her Face, 
T heard Report is ſpread, 
With drinking in that Place, 
This bonny Mare is dead: 
And the laſt Words ſhe did ſay, 
As ſhe came down the Hill; 
Was, ah! that Bowl had broke her Heart, 


And ſo ſhe made her Will: With a Nighy, &c. 


Her Fore- Hoof ſhe bequeath'd | 
To ſome religious Fool, 

Who after her untimely Death, 
Begs Pardon for her Soul : 

And her hinder Hoof, with which 
She play'd full many a Trick ; 

- She gave to thoſe curs'd Wives, 


That *gainſt their Huſbands kick; With a Nighy, &c. 


At the Burial of this Mare, 
| Her Maſter wept full fore ; 
| Becauſe it was reported, 
He ne er ſheuld ſee her more: 
But that which coraforted him 
For his departed Friend, 
Was, after all his great Loſs, - 
She made fo good an End. With Nighy, &c. - 
SON G 
GREAT God of Sleep, ſince it muſt be, 
That we muſt give ſome Hours to thee, 
Invade me not while the free Bowl 
Glows in my Cheeks, and warms my Soul; 


( 429 ) 
That be my only Time to ſnore, 


When l can laugh, and drink no more; 


Short, very ſhort be then thy Reign, 

For I'm in haſte to laugh and drink again. 
But O! if melting in my Arms, | 

In ſome ſoft Dream, with all her Charms, 

The Nymph belov'd ſhould then ſurprize, 

And grant what waking ſhe denies ; 

Then, gentle Slumber, prithee day, 

Slowly, ah! flowly bring the Day; 

Let nv rude Noiſe my Bliſs deftroy, 

Such ſweet Deluſion's real Joy. 


S O N 8 665. 


GREAT Jove once made Love like a Bull, a Bull, 


With Leda a Swan was in Vogue; 


And to perſevere in that Rule, that Rule, 


He now does deſcend like a Dog : 
For when I to Czlia would ſpeak, 

And on her Breaſt figh what I mean, 
My Heart-ftrings are ready to hreak ; 

For there I find Monfieur Le Chien, Le Chien, 

Le chien, Monfieur, Monfieur Le Chien, 
For Knowledge of modith Intrigues, 

Or managing well an Amour, 
I defy any cne with two Legs, 

But here I am rival'd by four: 
Diſtracted all Night with my Wrongs, 

I cry! Cruel Gods! what d'ye mean! 


That what to my Merit belongs, 


You beſtow upon Monſieur Le Chien, 
For Feature, or Niceneſs in Dreſs, 
Compare with him ſurely I can; 
Nor vainly myſelf ſhould expreſs, 
To ſay, I am much more a Man ; 
To the Government firm too as he, 
The former I cunningly mean; 
And ifhe religious can be, 
I've as much ſure as Monſieur Le Chien, 


But what need I publiſh my Parts, 


Or :dly my Paſſion relate; 55 Since 


| 
i 
| 
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Since Fancy, that captivates Hearts, 
Reſolves not to alter oy Fate: 
I may ſing, caper, ogle, and ſpealc, 
And make a long Court, auſſi bien, 
And yet with one paffionate Lick, 
I'm out-rivall'd by Monſieur Le Chien. 


| $ ON G 666. 
GRIM King of the Ghoſts, make haſte, 
And bring hither all your Train: 
See how the pale Moon does waſte, 
And juſt now is in the Wain: 
Come, ye Night-Hags, with your Charms, 
And revelling Witches away, 
And hug me cloſe in your Arms, 
To you my Reſpects III pay. 
I'll court you and think you fair, 
Since Love does diſtract my Brain; 
P'll go, and I'll wed the Night- Mare, 
And kiſs her, and kiſs her again: 
But if ſhe proves peeviſh and proud, 
A Pize on her Love, let her go; 
F'll-ſeek me a Winding-Shroud, 
And down to the Shades below. 
A Lunacy I endure ; 
Since Reaſon departs away, 
I call to thoſe Hags for Cure, 
As knowing not what I ſay. 
The Beauty whom I adore, 
Now flights me with Scorn and Diſdain, 
I never ſhall ſee her more, 
Ah! how ſhall I bear my Pain? 


I ramble and range about, 
To find out my charming Saint, 
Whilſt the at my Grief does flout, 
And laughs at my loud Complaint ; 
Diſtraction, I fee, is my Doom, 
Of this I am too ſure ; 
A Rival is got in my Room, 
While Torments I endure. 
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Strange Fancies do run in my Head, 
While, wand' ring in Deſpair, 
I am to the Deſart led, | 
Expecting to find her there: 
Methinks, in a ſpangled Cloud, 

I ſee her enthron'd on high ; 
Then to her I cry aloud, 
F And labour to-reach the Sky, 

When thus Ihave rav'd a while, 


- And*weagy'd ni ſelf in vain, 

T lie on he ebe, 

And bitterly do complain; 
Till Slumber hath quieted me, 

In Sorrow I ſigh and weep; 
The Clouds are my Canopy, 

To cover me while I ſleep. 
I dream, that my charming Fair 

Is then in my Rival's Bed, 
Whoſe Treſſes of golden Hair 

Are on the fair Pillow ſpread ; 
Then this does my Paſſion inflame 

I ftart, and no longer can lie; 
Ah! Sylvia, art thou not to blame, 

To ruin a Lover? Icy, 
Grim King of the Ghofts be true, 
And hurry me hence away; 
My languiſhing Life to you 

A Tribute I freely pay : 
To th' Elyfian Shades I paſt, 

In hopes to be freed from Care, 
Where many a bleeding Ghoſt 

Is hovering in the Air. 


| S O N G 667. | 
ROVES and Woods, high Rocks and Mountains, 
Springs and Floods, clear Brooks and Fountains, 
Birds and Beaſts that range with Pleaſure, 
Hear, hear the Charm of my Voice 
Make hafte and appear to dance a gay Meaſure, | 
And Phcebus pleaſe with Nature and Art's valu'd Treaſure, 
_ Haite and ſee that no Sluggard refuſes: 


n 


Flora delightful as bluſhing Aurora, 
To baniſh the Peſt of Pandora, 


I ſummon thy effatnine and Roſes ; 


Ye pretty young Nymphs with your Police, 


Come away when I fing and play; 
No Creature in Nature, 
Be late here, but — 


And Prickets from Thickets, 
Come whiſk it and friſk it, 
And ſkip it and trip it, | 
In Honour of Love and the Muſes. 
S O N G 668. 
(CG Vardian Angels, now protect me, 
Send to me the Swain I love; 
Cupid, with thy Bow direct me, 
Help me, all ye Pow'rs above. 
Bear kim my Sighs, ye gentle Breezes, 
Tell him I love and I deſpair. 
Tell him, for him I gneve, 
Say, "tis for him I live, 
O may the Shepherd be fincere! 
Thro* the ſhady Grove I'll wander, 
Silent as the Bird of Night: 
Near the Brink of yonder Fountain, 
Firſt Leander bleſs d my Sight; 
Witneſs, ye Groves and Falls of Water, 
Echoes repeat the Vaws he ſwore ; 
Can he forget me, 
Will he neglect me, 
Shall I never fee him more! 
Does he love, and yet forſake me, 
To admire a Nymph more fair ? 
If tis fo, PH wear the Willow, 
And eſteem the happy Paar. 
Some lonely Cave I'll make my 
Ne'er re the Cares of Life pure 


